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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following Poems appearing in Print 
through the liberality of the Public, the 
Author deems it her indiſpenſable duty to return 
her moſt grateful thanks to every individual who 
has contributed to their appearance. It may be 
proper to obſerve, that ſome of the Pieces being 
perſonal or local, can be intereſting to thoſe only 
who are acquainted with particular circumſtances 
and ſituations. The greater part are on general 
ſubjects, and were deſigned by the writer to de- 
ſcribe the advantages reſulting from rectitude of 
manners; to impreſs on others the conviction pro- 
duced in her own heart of the inſtability of human 
happineſs; and to direct the mind to what ought 
to be the chief object of its attention, the hope of 
attaining a ſtate, © where the wicked ceaſe from 


* troubling, and the weary are at reſt,” 
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Tnov Pow'r Omnipotent, ſupremely juſt; 
Parent of Nature, never failing truſt! 
Incline thine ear, and graciouſly impart, 
Thy holy dictates to direct my heart: 
Enlighten'd by the rays of holy writ, 
Implicit I obey, and meek ſubmit ; 
From clear conviction, that thy wiſe decrees, 
Are miniſters of good and future eaſe. 
Thy providential care ſupplies our need; 
What Power but thee, could form, protect, and feed? 
Diffuſive bleſſings, Virtue, Peace, and Health, 
Are far ſuperior to ſuperfluous wealth: 
B Wealth, 


81 


Aſcrib'd to Poverty's neglected race. 

Creator infinite! thy works proclaim, 

In gratulations high, thy glorious Name ! 

The Sun's bright orb, and Moon's reflected light, 
And Planetary ſyſtem charm the ſight : 

The feather'd choir, in ſweet harmonic lays, 
Join in full chorus to reſound thy praiſe : 

Each Beaſt, and Inſect, all that breathe or move, 
Excite our wonder, and the Godhead prove, 
The various Elements, and glowing Mine, 
With Vegetation fair, are gifts divine. 

The Seaſons as they change, with grace appear, 
And form the beauties of the ſolar year. 
Eternal Source! theſe bleſſings I explore, 

Thy love paternal, zealouſly adore ; 

Inſpire my heart with gratitude fincere, 

Perſect obedience, reverential fear! 

Can Man, thy laſt and nobleſt work, refuſe 
The tribute of applauſe, thy gifts abuſe ? 


Wealth, which vain mortals ſeek, to ſhun diſgrace, 


Endow'd 
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Endow'd with pow'rs to fit him for the ſkies, 
Tho' mortal in his nature, form'd to rifle ; 

But yet deprav'd, degen'rate, weak, and vain, 
Prone to tranſgreſs, and rectitude diſdain ; 

He needs correction, and provokes thine ire, 
Then wiſhes to eſcape the vengeful fire; 
Miſtakes the means, nor ſees th' important end, 
Embraces foes, and ſpurns his faithful friend. 
Fetter'd by Sin, of Innocence bereft, 
What hope of pardon, could he then have left ? 
Yet thou in mercy, and tranſcendent love, 
Sent his Redeemer from the realms above. 
Lord, what 1s Man, that thou in pity gave, 
Thy only Son, his forfeit ſoul to fave ! 

All Die in Adam, yet in Chriſt all Live; 
And for his ſake, our flagrant fins forgive ! 
Accept his ranſom, to redeem our loſs, 

His precepts we revere, and bear his croſs; 

In him alone we truſt to plead our cauſe, 


As vile tranſgreſſors of thy ſacred laws! 
B2 Father 
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Father of Light! Jehovah! Holy King! 
To whom th' angelic hoſt enraptur'd ſing, 


To thy Omnipotence, Jet incenle riſe, 
From Earth thy footſtool, to thy Throne the Skies! 


ODE ro CONTENTMENT. 


Hur. ſweet Contentment, calm Repoſe! 
The balm of comfort ſhed, 
Oh! let me not complain of woes, 


By thy kind guidance led ! 


To thee Compaſſion is allied, 


Revengeful hope unknown; 


As thou a ſtranger art to Pride, 


From thee is Dilcord flown. 


Tho' 


CTY 


Tho' plain and humble be my lot, 


Yet grant me ſtrength of mind ; 
So ſhall I find, tho' in a Cot, 
Pleaſures the moſt refin'd, 


With pity ſhall behold the great, 
While no rude cares moleſt; 

Nor fond defire for uſeleſs ſtate, 
Diſturb my tranquil breaſt. 


In ſilent glen, in hollow cave, 
And Hermit's lonely cell, 

Where winding ſtreams delight to lave, 
Reflection deigns to dwell. 


Far from the buſtling ſcenes of Life, 
I wiſh in peace to reſt; 
Remov'd from vanity and ſtrife, 


In calm retirement bleſt. 


To 


LE 1 


To me in gorgon terrors clad, 
Appear the raſh and bold ; 

The vain, the wealthy, and the bad, 
Who thirſt for nought but gold. 


With horror ſuch delights behold, 
As deck the feſtive ſcene : 
Tho' young, am prematurely old, 


Collected, grave, ſerene, 


To thee, Contentment, thus I bend, 
With meek and humble heart ; 
In pity to my prayT attend, 
And lend thy ſoothing art ! 


To 
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To Lavy CHARLOTTE FINCH. 


Accxpr thy portrait from a grateful Muſe! 

The ſtriking likeneſs, graciouſly peruſe; 

In every trait, the true reſemblance find, 

Of choſe bright virtues which adorn thy mind: 

Inſpir'd with grace, the vivid colours glow 

With ſtrong expreſſion, from the ſource they flow. 

Nature to thee, beneficent and kind, 

Gave thee a heart, to rectitude inclin'd; 

With due refinement, and exalted worth, 

Implanted graces ſuited to thy birth; 

Nobly deſcended, yet averle to pride ; 

Reaſon thy monitor, and conſtant guide ; 

Form'd to inſtruct, in ev'ry art well taught, 

Thy life a leſſon, with improvement fraught. 

In times like theſe, alas! but few we find, 

Endued with talents to expand the mind : 
"Tis 
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Tis not enough to ſow Celeſtial ſeeds, 

The taſk as needful to deſtroy fell weeds ; 

Tis not enough to cultivate fair flowers, 

And deck the mind like Flora's fading bow'rs, 

Virtue requires the more ſubſtantial fruit, 

Which as eſſential ſhould take deepeſt root. 

The moderns think not thus; their whole defire, 

To gain the ornaments that Fools admire : 

External ſhew, the badge which Folly wears, 
Is hence tranſmitted to her num'rous heirs. 

Lux'ry and Vice, 1n friendly bands allied, 

With their concomitants, Revenge and Pride, 

Would find their efforts vain to wound our peace, 

If lukewarm teachers did their zeal ene aſe 

Direct the minds entruſted to their charge, 

To views exalted, which the Soul enlarge. 

Will not the human heart impreſſions gain, 

And long, hke wax, thoſe images retain ? 

Which proves th' importance to extend the plan 


Beyond the limits of an earthly ſpan, 
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If gentle manners, blended with fair truth, 

Are requiſite to form the minds of youth ; 

If ſenſe ſuperior, join'd with modeſt grace, 

Should ſhine diſtinguiſh'd in the royal race ; 

"Tis thine to execute the great deſign, 

And pour inſtruction on th' illuſtrious line. 

Oh may the Plants, rear'd by thy foſt ring care, 
Yield ſtrongeſt evidence, thy worth declare : 

In them reflected, may thy Virtue's ſhine, 

THEIRS the advantage, but the honour THINE ! 
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The following Poem is deſigned to expreſs the ſanguine 
hopes of a Perſon launching into Life; to which are 
oppoſed the different ſentiments occaſioned by long 
intercourſe with the World; exemplified in the 


characters of 


DAMON and THYRSTIS. 
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Brnory, my Damon, this enchanting ſcene, 
The Sun reſplendent, and the Sky ſerene ! 


Why then art thou ſo penſive, when thy ſtate 

Is crown'd with bleſſings, which content create? 
Why doſt thou mourn, when happineſs is near? 
And why, when ſafe, art thou oppreſs'd with fear? 

Be thou clated, nor reject the joy, 


Which time will leſſen, or perhaps deſtroy ! 


B 


Oh! deign to liſten to my Delia's praiſe, 
Pour d forth by me in unaffected lays. 

In Delia's form unſpotted grace we find; ; 
Her beauteous face the index of her mind, 
Proclaims whate'er of excellence 1s known, 
Which in her charms immaculate are ſhown, 
When bright Aurora's beams their pow'r diſplay, 
Sweet harbinger of light, and dawning day, 
My Delia watchful eyes her fleecy care, 
Which, like herſelf, are innocent and fair. 
Ah, happy flock, I envy ye your guide: 
Grant me the joy, or yet at leaſt divide! 


D A M M 


Averſe to diſputation, I diſclaim 
The force of weak and unavailing fame; 
Yet true to friendſhip, will maintain the part, 
Which reaſon ſhould preſerve in ev'ry. heart. 
Oh! let me warn thee with attentive care, 
Of the fell danger, which creates deſpair ; 

C 2 


Yet 


Yet ſeldom ſeen or felt, till "tis too late, 


To ſhun the danger, or avert the fate. 

My Phillida appear'd the faireſt Maid, 

But by her fallacy my peace betray'd; 

Others there are I fear of equal art, 

Who have the powr to pleaſe, yet wound the heart. 
Still love thy Delia; but yet bear in mind, 

She may poſſeſs the frailties of her kind: 

Aſeribe not then to her a pow' divine, 


Her origin and birth, the ſame as thine ! 


oL„( .. - = By-S 


Not een thy eloquence can clearly prove, 
That ſorrow will attend on conſtant love: 

It Delia would but deign to ſmile on me, 
From its dominion, I ſhould then be free. 

Ye painted meadows, and ye murm'ring ills ! 
Ye gentle zephyrs, and ye lofty hills! 
Without my Delia ye no pleaſures give, 


For tis in her, ſuperior beauties live. 


The 
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The flow'rs of Eden bloom in Delia's mind, 
With moral rectitude, and grace combin'd ; 
The grave Philoſopher muſt feel her dart, 
And een my Damon fortify his heart; 

Or yield himſelf a victim to her pow'r, 

Tho' far retir'd:1n Wiſdom's ſacred bow'r! 


1D AM WM 


A ſecond love! my ſoul abhors the name, 

Vile proſtitution of the ſacred flame! 

Alien to Love, I trace th' hiſtoric page, 

Review the paſt, and read the preſent age. 

In Nature's works, what leſſons we are taught, 
Which ſeem ſuperior to our finite thought : 

The more we read, the more our feelings glow 
To ſeek the caule from whence {uch bleſſings flow. 
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But thou, my Damon, art advanc'd in years, 
Far in the vale of life, joy diſappears. 
| The 
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The young advent'rer in the buſy ſcene, 

Expects his bloſſoms to be ever green; 

Yet by experience, finds them ſoon decay, 

And bloom and wither in a tranſient day. 

Tho' ſome are falſe, muſt we conclude from thence, 
That none are faithful, but in vain pretence ? 
Let's hope in charity to human kind, 

Many there are, immaculate in mind. 

The flatt'ring hopes our preſent views diſpenſe, 


Conſiſt in Love, Benevolence, and Senſe. 


. 


Alas, my Thyrſis, ſhort and vain's the date, 
Of human happineſs, preſcrib'd by Fate; 
Our views are boundleſs, circumſcrib'd our gains; 
By Hope we are clated, ſcourg'd by pains : 
Life'is the paſſage, and the troubled ſea, 
Which leads us to the Port, where all is free, 
THYRSES, 
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Ah! where is Virtue, where is merit found ? 


Say, Happineſs, art thou an empty ſound? 


DAM ON. 


Hope leads us on, thro' Life's progreſſive ſtage, 
Our truſt in youth, maturity, and age; 

In preſent evils, points to future joy, 

And guides us to purſuits, which ne'er can cloy. 
Abſtracted from the World, the ſcene appears 
A Chaos of diſtracting hopes, and fears; 

Each object ſeems perverted from its end, 
Inclin'd beneath its cares to tamely bend. 
Yielding to follies, Reaſon muſt oppoſe ; 
Impatient when oppreſs'd by poignant woes; 
Averle to chaſtiſements, deſign'd by God, 

But ſorely laſh'd by Folly's galling rod.. 
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From theſe purſuits, my Thirſis be thou tree, 
Warn'd by th' experience dearly bought by me: 
Let all thy actions ſpeak a faithful heart, 


An uſeful leſſon to the World impart : 


Let univerſal Love, and Peace prevail, 


And holy confidence, which ne'er can fail. 


D 3 E. 


I HE Garden's ſweet, luxuriant grace, 
Proclaims our Maker's pow'r ; 
His Wiſdom we can clearly trace 


In ev'ry Herb and Flow. 


The modeſt Lily, fragrant Roſe, 
And Plants of varied dye; 
Our frail mortality diſcloſe, 


To each obſerving eye. 


L 


In theſe, vain man, behold thy ſtate, 


The pride of Life ſurvey ; 
See the ſad image of thy fate, 
To bloom, and then decay. 


In Spring thy under bloſſoms ſhoot, 
In Summer gain their height; 

Unleſs the branches, and.the root, 
Receive a fatal blight. 


Or ſhould'ſt thou reach Autumnal prime 
In Realon's ſtrength mature, 
Old Age, the Winter of thy time, 


Thy exit will enſure. 


Yet what avails the awful gloom, 
Which .un'ral rites diſplay ? 
We riſe triumphant from the Tomb, 
To ſcenes of endleſs day. 
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Why then art thou, ſo fond of Life? 
Why ſo averſe to death? 
We vanquiſh miſery and ſtrife, 


When we reſign our breath. 


Virtue alone reſiſts the pow'r, 
And foils the pointed dart; 
She triumphs in the mortal hour, 


Rejoic'd from Life to part : 


In conq'ring Death, defies the Grave, 
An happier ſtate explores; 


Seeks the Redecmer, who can ſave, 
And God, whom ſhe adores. 


AN 
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AN ESSAY oN PRI D E. 


P Þ ü 
RIDE was not made for Man,“ a maxim ſage! 
No more was malice, inſolence, or rage. 
Humility beſt ſuits his fallen ſtate, 

And all the virtues, which on her await. 
Meekneſs, complacency, good ſenſe refin'd, 
Adorn and elevate the human mind. 

Say, mighty boaſter! what is thy pretence ? 
Superior birth? religion? ſterling ſenſe ? 

Of beauty art thou vain ? of wealth? or pow'r? 
Alas! they prove but pageants of an hour. 

If of the Chriſtian's faith thou bear'ſt the form, 
And combats with affliction's beating ſtorm ; 
How inconſiſtent with our Saviour's word 

Is human Pride? preſumptuous and abſurd! 
How oft a glitt'ring ſtar adorns the breaſt, 
Which guilty horrors have depriv'd of reſt ; 
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Hereditary honours too are found, 


No mark of worth, but an unmeaning found, 
Bellow'd on merit to exalt the race; 
A Father's. glory Sons too oft efface. 
What revolutions,. wealth, and greatnels feel, 


By the viciſlitudes of Fortune's wheel! 


Some like the Sun reſplendent ſeem to riſe, 


Yet ſudden ſet, and vaniſh from our eyes. 

As ever changing 1s this fleeting ſtate, 

Where thoſe who loweſt ſeem' d, are high and great. 
How oft the aftluent robb'd of plenty's ſtore, 

Are clothed in rags, who gayeſt trappings wore! 
From hence vain Man, corrett and know thyſelf; 


Learn the true eſtimate of pow'r or pelf; 


Diſdain vain Pride, as thy mvet rate foe, 


From which great evils, in ſucceſſion flow. 

Hence miſcreant Pride! whate'er thy vain diſguiſe, 
In ſemblance of the great, the rich, or wile; 

Tho cloth d in purple, or in royal veſt, 

To truth and virtue, thou doſt ſtand confeR. 


A Chriſtian's 


* 


A Chriſtian's lively faith ſubverts the plan, 

Which thou haſt form'd to operate on Man; 
From thy allurements let us ſtrive from hence, 
To guard our hearts with godlike innocence; 
Preſerve a Conſcience to tranſmit repoſe, 

And teach ſubmiſſion, when oppreſs'd with woes; 
When thou, fell Pride! and all thy ſervile train, 
Shall be conſign'd to everlaſting pain, 

From thy dominion, may I eer be free, 

In ev'ry form, reſemblance, and degree ; 


Contemn thy pow'r, and ever in my mind, 


Of all thy dictates, juſt abhorrence find! 
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AN T. 


A H whither art thou fled, companion dear? 
Io what ſequeſter'd vale doſt bend thy way ? 
Will the deep ſigh, or Friendſhip's pearly tear, 
Excite thy pity, or protract thy ſtay ? 


Theſe artleſs lays imperfectly expreſs 

The tender bodings of an heart ſincere 
But ill can paint the feelings of diſtreſs, 

Or ſpeak the anguiſh of awaken'd fear. 


In ſearch of Happineſs, ſay, doſt thou roam, 


And diſtant realms in queſt of Peace explore? 
Alas my friend ! ſhe is but found at home, 


Our mind's the manſions of her boundleſs ſtore. 


2 


Or doſt thou take a wild excurſive flight, 
On pleaſure's airy wings extend thy way? 
Delufive are her charms of falſe delight, 


No longer then in her dominion ſtay. 


Return to Reaſon's ever-blooming bow'rs, 
And conſecrate to God the hours of prime ; 
Exert thy faculties, and mental pow'rs, 


Whole limits far exceed the bounds of Time. 


With gentle Pity let thy mind o erflow, 
In univerſal love to human kind ; 
Thy boſom once inclin'd to melt, and glow, 


Will feel the tranſports of an heart refin d. 


Contemn the dictates of malignant Pride, 


Seek the great bleſſing of ſalubrious health; 
Let reſtleſs care and vanity ſubſide, 


And ſhun the evils which attend on wealth. 


Let 
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Let emulous Ambition fire thy breaſt, 
And filial duty be thy conſtant care; 
May firm integrity remain thy gueſt, 
To free thee from the pangs of fell deſpair. 


Converted from the path which leads frail youth 
Far from the precincts of thy holy way, 
Alone be guided by the word of truth, 
Which will conduct thee to the realms of Day. 
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An INVOCATION To SLEEP. 


WRITTEN IN SICENESS, 


Is vain, ſweet Sleep! I ſupplicate thine aid, 
Image of Death, in mildeſt form array'd ; 

Oh! grant thy healing grace and ſoothing power, 
May balmy bleſſings on my ſenſes ſhow'r. 
Rack'd on the Wheel of Fancy, Reaſon dies, 
And Hope, ſuſpended, ſeems a dubious prize. 
But art thou ſtill inflexible, ſevere, 

Deaf to complaint, and blind to Virtue's tear ? 
Oh! deign to ſtrengthen, and in quiet keep, 

My various faculties, ſweet gentle Sleep ; 


That not exhauſted, but refreſh'd they prove, 


To thee their gratitude, and ardent love ; 
E 
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By thee enabled, trials to ſuſtain, 


And een ſupport depreſſions weighty chain. 


Shadow of things to come, fair temp'ral peace, 


_ Earneſt of bliſs, and joys which ne'er can ceaſe, 
Rellection's friend, the nurſe of calm delight, 
Still with thy preſence bleſs my weary ſight. 
Renew thy early gifts, nor yet refule, 


This invocation, from an humble Mule ; 
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To pleaded reaſon, lend a gracious ear, 


So ſhalt thou ſoon her loudeſt plaudits hear! 
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To Miss WW £3 5 


Surposk me free from pining care, 
With head, and heart, quite debonnaire; 
Or riding in a Vis-a-Vis, 

Diſcourſing with a Belle Eſprit ; 

Or walking in St. James's Park, 

With ſome gay meteor of a ſpark, 
Who talks of what he does not know; 
A mixture of conceit and ſhow ; 

Or wielding of the Critic's rod, 
Diſpenſing favours with a nod; 

Or grown, perhaps, an amoroſo, 

A Dulcinea del Toboſo; 

Or deep immers'd in pains and ſtudy, 
Tho' I am ſtill ſo thick and muddy; 
Grant that this viſion were moſt true, 


In ev'ry ſtate the ſame to you. 
E 2 
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Tho' doom'd thro' various ſcenes to range, 
My love to thee will never change. 
Apollo ſhould inſpire my lyre, 

And raiſe my notes a little hight, 

To ſing thy praiſe ; his own bright choice, 
Who hail'd thee with approving voice ; 
Bade thee preſide beneath the ſky, 

A paragon of harmony ; 

The St. Cecilia of our ille, 

On whom the Loves, and Graces lmile. 
Take this Melange, nor ſharp, or ſweet, 
Would for thy taſte it were more meet; 
High ſeaſon d with true attic ſalt, 

For inſipidity's a fault 

Which ſenſe and learning cannot bear; 
Tho'I confeſs my bill of fare. 

Nor can I interlard with wit, 

Or offer one delicious bit. 

Friendſhip, like hunger, will excuſe 

The frailties of the Cook, or Muſe ; 


Receive 
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Receive an Eſſay, or a Meal, 


With grace from thoſe who love reveal. 


On this I truſt, and truly wiſh, 


You to receive my homely Diſh ; 


Which plac'd upon your friendly board, 


With eaſe and plenty ever ſtor'd, 
Will there its due acceptance find, 
As thou art to my failings blind, 
It is alas! a ſtrange compound 

Of incongruity and ſound; 

Yet ſure in this we muſt agree, 


of me, 


"Tis an Epitome 


REFLECTIONS 
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REFLECTIONS on LIT E. 


And the Expectations of a Future State. 


Tus. ſtorms and tempeſts, burſting o'er my head, 
-O'erwhelm my heart with diffidence and dread. 
Where will my ſorrows end? when ceaſe for ever? 
Not *till from Earth, and all its cares I ſever ; 

Not till I reach the happineſs deſign'd, 

For future ages, holy, unconfin'd. 

Oh glorious expectation, fixed as fate, 

Let thy bright proſpect ev'ry grief abate ! 


In thole bleſt manſions ſorrows ne'er invade, 
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The joys eternal, which can never fade. 
There calm content ſucceeds corroding fear, 
From evry cheek 1s wip'd the pearly tear. 


What is this ſtate of pageantry below? 
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A golden toy, compos'd of outward ſhow. 


What 
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What are the Puppets, buſy on the ſtage 

Of Life's vaſt Theatre, from age to age? 

How ill too oft they act their diff rent parts, 

And fall and riſe, by deſpicable arts. 

Thoſe who have talents, oft pervert their end, 
By proving traitors to their boſom friend; 

Actions excentrio are the faults aſſign d 

To minds exalted, and of taſte refin'd, 

O'erleap the bounds preſcrib'd by common ſenſe, 
Whole cautious precepts prove a weak defence; 
Their dazzling qualities obſcure the ſight 

Of meaner optics by ſuperior light. 

What human Eye can bear the Sun's bright rays? 
Or on its glory with attention gaze? 

Yet it can view the Moon's leſs radiant beams; 
Moſt things are better in their leaſt extremes. 
The proud Philoſopher, I hear exclaim, 

„What, no regard for Wiſdom, and for Fame? 
% For Science, which can ſearch great Nature's laws, 


«© Trace the effect, to the efficient Cauſe ? 
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T Can depth of learning be by aught outdone? 


% Doſt thou prefer pale Cynthia to the Sun?“ 
Peace, my good friend ! I all diſtinctions hate, 


Which ſcientific boaſters vain create. 

May I to ſterling worth be never blind, 

Tho' cloth'd in rags, and wholly unrefin'd. 
Wheree'er I find, a ſpark divine expreſs'd, 

Wich glowing ardour in the human breaſt, 
There will I reſt the anchor of my hope, 
T enjoy fair friendſhip in its greateſt ſcope. 

The great Creator wiſely does diſpenſe, 

To all his Creatures different kinds of ſenſe ; 

To ſome he miniſters the gifts to pleaſe, 

And paſs through life with unaffected eaſe; 

On others kindly pours the ſkill profound 
The darkeſt myſt'ries clearly to expound ; 

Vet all are equal objects of his care; 

Each individual the undoubted heir, 

Of future bliſs, prepar d with mighty love, 


For all the righteous in the realms above. 


Oh 
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Oh ! ſtate beſt ſuited to th' immortal ſoul, 

Eternal hope, and everlaſting goal ! 

Where is thy vict'ry, Grave? Oh Death, thy ſting ? 
The ſoul defies thee, by her eagle wing ; 

In hope of pardon, ſeeks her native ſkies, 


Thro' Chriſt's redemption, gloriouſly to riſe. 


To ! S 8 © 


Tur worth intrinſic much I wiſh to ſing, 
But newly fledg'd, I ſoar with trembling wing; 
The ſubject loſty, and of Eagle's height, 

I but a Sparrow muſt forego the flight. 

Yet I eſſay thy merits to rehearſe, 

In ſimple, plain, and unaffected verſe. 

Poets and Painters have afhrmed for truth, 


That blooming beauty is confin'd to youth: 
F Thou 
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Thou an exception: in whoſe pleaſing face, 
We all the milder qualities can trace; 

Which on a nearer view, with joy we find, 

Pourtray'd reſplendent in thy tender nund. 

Maternal duties have engag'd thy care, 

Thy children love thee with affection rare; 

Fo their improvement thou didſt clole attend, 

Join'd the fond mother to the cheerful friend. 

By thee the ſzeds of knowledge early fown, 

Yield a rich harveſt, moſt luxuriant blown. 

Sincere in Friendſhip, conſtant in thy Love, 
Viſe as a Serpent, harmleſs as a Dove. 

Oh! Happineſs ! celeſtial gift, attend, 

Bleſs with thy ſmiles, my ever-valu'd friend ! 

On Earth thou'rt found a wild deluſive ſcheme, 

An empty vapour, or a golden dream ; 

Yet ſhed thy better giſts, tranſmit a ray, 


To cheer and warm the ev'ning of her day! 


A N 
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Bexearn a Willow's mournful ſhade, 
Fair Ariadne lay; 
A chearleſs, ſolitary maid, 


Tho' once content and gay. 


In tender accents thus I ſpoke, 
To eaſe her lab'ring breaſt : 
Doſt thou complain of promiſe broke? 


Art thou by want oppreſs d? 


Can I thy wounded heart relieve, 
By pity's healing balm ? 
Or if ſome faithleſs youth deceive, 


Thy perturbations calm ? 
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Ah no” (ſhe ſaid) © hard is my fate, 
From lovely Theſeus torn ; 
Thy conſolation comes too late, 


& His abſence thus I mourn. 


The beams I ſhun of chearing day, 
* To Luna hence complain; 
Like Philomel in mournful lay, 


„Pour forth my plaintive ſtrain. 


Remembrance ſad, of former joys, 
* Is ever in my fight; 
The cruel Phantom which deſtroys 


My peace both day and night. 


Thus am I plung'd in fell deſpair, 
As Love my anguiſh mocks; 
With ſighs I rend the fragrant air, 


** Implore unpitying rocks.” 
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In me her lamentations wrought 
Emotions of deſire, 

To kindle in her ruffled thoughts, 
Sparks of celeſtial fire. 


—— ge rr 


* ñ˙̃ «» ĩͥ4 cet LLHE—— . — 
£ * 
5 — 5 — = — 
_ — 
n — - n 0 p _ 
* : » 
1 * — 2 % 
_ MAT „ * — en as «= * * = —_ * 


Ceale, lovely mourner ! then I cryd, 


To yield to cank'ring woe; 
Let {lighted love, and fear ſubſide, 


And ſorrow ceaſe to flow. 


Ingratitude in Men we find; 
By various forms exprels'd ; 
Unlike the conſtant ray refin'd, 


Which warms the female breaſt. 


Impetuous, and inclin'd to change; 
They bear a lawleſs ſway ; 
From flow'r to flow'r delight to range, 


And flatter to betray. 


Forbear 
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Forbear to ſtruggle with thy fate, 
Oppoſing Heav'ns decrees; 
Which grants things ſuited to thy ſtate, 


Pertaining to thy eaſe. 


Yet oft denies the Lover's pray'r, 
And vain miſtaken boon ; 
Regards their ſighs as empty air, 


If heard, repented ſoon. 


Love, the invader of thy peace, 
Subdued by Reaſon's powr, 
Shall feel his daring influence ceaſe, 


Nor cloud thy ſuture hour. 


Serenity ſhall grace thy brows, 
Wich Friendihip's ſacred band; 
To her then offer up thy vows, 


And yicld thy willing hand. 


Be 


— — ER ” 
— ne ene. 
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Be thou the meſſenger of peace, 
Diſpenſing holy joy; 
Rely on hopes which ner can ceaſe, 


Nor mortal Man deſtroy. 


Depend on him, whoſe powr alone, 
Can give ſubſtantial reſt ; 
Aſpire to reach his heav'nly throne, 


A mcek and welcome gueſt, 


J.. 


The following lines were written, juſt at the period the 
Encampments were formed, and other warlike prepara- 
tions made for the defence of the Nation, which ſug- 
geſted to the Author the Refleftions contained in this 
Poem on the Omnipotence of God, deduced from the 
Scriptures; but more particularly applied as a means ol 


conſolation, in the preſent alarming ſtate of public affairs. 


A H why my Soul, art thou abſorb'd in pain ? 
Why art thou found diſquieted in vain ? 

Diſpel thy fears, let every doubt ſubſide, 
Acquaint thyſelf with God, in him confide. 
Frail Man, of Woman born, is heir to woe; 
From various ſources his afllictions flow: 

As ſparks aſcending bear to heavn their courſe, 
So forrow triumphs with reſiſtleſs force. 

On Earth, what being is exempt from pain ? 


Awake, then, oh my Soul ! no more complain. 


Art 
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Art thou not bleſt with bright Reflection's aid? 

Is not thy Maker's love with grace diſplay' d? 

On thee his ſacred image is impreſs'd, 

In characters divine, celeſtial gueſt. 

Tho' ills, impending, threaten and alarm, 

God can avert them, with his pow'rful arm ; 

Tho' wars and battles ſeem e'en now at hand, 

"Tis he alone who can protect our land, 

Avenge our cauſe, and prove our juſt defence, 

By his invincible Omnipotence. 

In times of exigence, we all implore 

His needful help, his Majeſty adore ; 

Yet, when ſecure in Peace we leem to reſt, 

Are we obedient to his wiſe beheſt ? 

When fick, we aſk his health-reſtoring aid, 

The purpoſe gain'd, is adoration paid? 

Are we not told to watch and conſtant pray, 

Unknown the hour, and great avenging day ? 

When loud the Trump ſhall ſound, our Judge appear, 

Array'd in majeſty, diſpenſing fear. 
G The 
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The Sun and Planets from their orbits fall, 
And hence annihilate this Earthly Ball; 


Departed Souls, and thoſe who dwell on earth, 


Shall riſe triumphant in the gen'ral birth. 

The lowly here, will there acceptance find, 
Receive due recompence, and peace of mind; 
This awſul ſeaſon ſhall each heart diſcloſe, 
Proclaim true rectitude, and ſeal our woes; 


Expoſe Duplicity's inſidious art, 


And ſhew the Traitor's vile malignant part, 


Hence live in earneſt hope, not ſervile fear, 


At this tribunal ſoon or late t' appear; 


Thy deeds at beſt imperlett, frail, and weak, 


Suggelt ſome aid, and ſov'reign pow'r to ſeek : 
This help afforded, in the hour of need; 
Call on thy Saviour, for by him thou'rt freed. 
With due ſubmiſhon wear his eaſy yoke, 


That thou may {t hear theſe joyful tidings ſpoke ; 


Well done, thou faithful fervant, be my gueſt, 


“ Partake thy maſter's joy, and holy reſt !” 
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Ladder T 


Brxss me, what Cards! but yet I will aſk leave, 


Sin GEORGE 10 


Madam you have it; but I vow I grieve. 


LADY Tü 


Di'monds and Hearts; and now I play Spadile. 


Lan rt N . 
My Lord! my Baſto falls. 


Lord MYRTLE 


And my Manille. 
G. 2 Lady 
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Lady PRATTLE 


Were you on Friday at Gallini's Ball? 
Unluckily I loſt my laſt new Shaul. 


LADY TRIFILE. 


Your Ladyſhip will make me loſe the vole. 


Lord MYRTLE. , 


There 1s no danger for you have the whole; 


Larry FRIFLE. 


When people talk I never can attend. 


Sir George, are you my enemy or friend ? 


SIR GEORGE. 


The game is certain, and is ours ſans doute.. 


Lady TERATTLE 


Dimonds to me are an unlucky ſuit. 


At 
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At Loo or Whiſt, I ſtand a chance to win, 

But at Quadrille I never gain a pin. 

Sir George ! you deal ; I hope the luck will change;. 
To hold ſuch cards 1s really very ſtrange. 


LORD MYRTLE. 
I play in Spades.. 
LAUF 


Was ever ſuch a trial ? 


But yet at youngeſt hand there's no denial. 


BABY FE 


My Lord! your King is trump'd, an omen bad. 


Lan T N 


Upon my word it makes his Lordſhip ſad. 


Lens r 


Undoubtedly the caſe is very hard; 
I never knew ſuch an unlucky card. 


LADY 
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Lair . 


Tis juſt a beaſt; my Lord, your game muſt lay. 
Now if you pleaſe, we will poſtpone our play; 
For tea and coffee, it is proper time; 

To drink it ſoon like Cits, is poz a crime; 

Vet they affect their Routes, and parties quarré, 


Concerts and drums; tor which I vow Im ſorry. 


p PHATTILE. 


The chat of tea tables is my delight, 

Such repartce abounds, and ſenſe polite ; 

It really is the magazine of knowledge, 

And more improving than a muſty College : 
Wich all his ſenſe our Chaplain's ſuch a clown, 
I really bluſh for him hen we're in Town ; 
He talks ſo loud, makes ſuch an aukward bow, 


And enters an aſſembly, Lord knows how! 


And 


F# = 
And then he is ſo formal * abſtruſe. 


Lozy MYRTLE. 
Which, for to ſay the truth, I think the Deuce! 


LadYr PRAF LK 


Dear Lady Trifle, have you left off tea ? 


LADY I ELEL EE; 


ves: I'm ſo nervous, I can ſcarcely ſee ; 
And have ſuch flutterings, and fits of crying, 


That thoſe about me fancy I am dying. 


SIR GEORGE. 


"dy 
The country air would make you plump and ſtrong. 


Lady TRESLE, 
But when I'm there, the days appear ſo long. 
There's no Society at Trifle Hall, 


No gay alſembly, but a poor race ball: 


The 
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The neighbours think they elegantly treat, 

If they provide enough to drink and eat: 

One knows not what to talk of to ſuch people, 
Except their poultry, and their own Church ſteeple. 


Lap PRATTLE. 
At Melville Place our life is juſt the ſame ; 


We've no companions, who deſerve the name. 


Our time is ſpent in ſorting ſhells and flowers; 


We keep ſuch early, antiquated hours. 
Then ſaunter in the groves and diſmal park, 
Without the hopes of meeting with a ſpark ; 
We ſee the diſtant view of ſpires and hills, 


And hear the murm'rings of caſcades and rills. 


Ar E. 


Our Vicar's wife is quite a downright Joan, 
And never pleaſed but when ſhe is alone; 


One's lo diſturb'd too wich her ſqualling brats, 


Who ſcratch and {cream like fo many wild Cats. 


Such 


BY 
Such ſcenes as theſe muſt rather kill than cure. 


S1R GEORGE. 


A rural life I never could endure. 

To me no tranſports fields or gardens give; 
When I am in them, I exiſt, not live. 

In London, Pleaſure wears a vernal bloom, 


Which baniſhes Reflection's painful gloom. 


LAST  PRATELAE 


Sir George have you ſeen Henderſon in Lear? 


SIR GEORGE. 


Yes and approve him, with a heart ſincere. 


The houſe was crowded. 


Lune  FTFREEET 


Did you like the farce ? 
Pray has it merit with eclat to paſs? 


H | S1R 
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SIR GEORGE. 


A petite piece ! you know the Author's name 
Is not the higheſt in the liſt of fame. 


Lady TRIFLE. 
I hear that Captain Flaſh is gone abroad. 


Lavy FERATIYTLE. 


I'm not ſurpriz'd, his fortune was ſo flaw'd. 
That Cap of yours is elegantly gay ; 

In higheſt taſte, tho' not the leaſt outre. 

Were you laſt night at Lady Squabble's Route ? 


Err . 


I was too ill to venture ſafely out. 


LADY P T II. E. 


Poor Lady Betty made a ſhocking figure; 
Whene er I ſee her ſhe appears grown bigger. 


Lord 


Lan 


Lord Brag, the new-made Peer, was dreſs'd en Plume, 


And talKk'd of pictures, which he bought at Rome; 


He'd Di mond Buckles, and a great Bouquet, 
And ſeem'd delighted, when engag d in play: 
In all mad parties, he is now the man; 


Upon my word, it is a wretched plan! 


LADY RATTLE 


He always differ'd little from a fool. 

Now, if you pleaſe, we will complete our pool; 
No mighty matters have been loſt or won. 

With Tea and Coffee, have you really done? 
Remove the tea things, John, and ſtir the fire ; 


And bring the Indian ſcreen a little nigh. 


Stn GEOM TT Ke 


I could engage to lay ſome ſerious bets, 


One meets but ſeldom with ſuch nice quartettes. 


H 2 


LADY 
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Lavy PF III. E. 


Good luck we all of us ſincerely wiſh; 
When we left off, I think it was croſs fiſh. 


LADY I. 


| You force the Ombre, which is very Wrong. 


SIR GEORGE. 


Pardonnez moi, I thought your hand was ſtrong. 


tape I. 


I hop, at leaſt, you had a matadore ; 


Sir George, we've got the game, can you do more ? 


SIR GEORGE. 


I muſt be ſilent, and reſign the whole 
To you, if you intend to play the vole, 


Lady 


E 


LaDY 1 


I can do nothing; where is the beſt Spade? 
If that had fell, my Queen would then have made. 
As the Pool's out, we will reward Manille; 


My Lord, here's Baſto, and I take Spadille. 


I've won but little, yours are trifling loſſes... 


LADY PERATETL Ec 


When I'm at Cards, I always meet with croſſes. . 
Next Saturday I hope we all ſhall meet, 

To hear ſome Muſic, in St. James's-Street ; 

La Motte will regulate, and lead the band ; 

And Captain Quaver 1s a clever hand : 

Miſs Minim too has promis'd to be there; 


To ſing Duetts, and ſome Italian Air. 


LORD 
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LORD MYRTLE. 


Dear Lady Prattle, will you deign to ſing? 


LADY FAEAT TIL E. 


Oh! name it not! I can do no ſuch thing; 
I cannot reach the compaſs of a note; 


Whene'er I try, it ſettles in my throat. 


LORD IL E. 


bl 


At leaſt youll © gently touch the warbling Lyre, 


And with true harmony our hearts inſpire, 


Cave FEATTLE.. 


I now mult go to Lady Flutter's Route; 


And call on people, whom I know are out. 


LADY . 


Why Lady Prattle need you go lo ſoon ? 


To-morrow in the Park well meet at noo. 


Sir 


E 


Sir George, you are engag'd Il] lay a bet; 


If you are not, we will begin Piquette. 


SIR GEORGE. 


Lord Myrtle, and myſelf, are doom'd to go 
To Lord Quinteſſence, that egregious Beau; 
How much more happy {ſhould I be with you; 
Thus moſt reluctantly, I fay adieu! 


Lox MYRTLE. 
The call of Friendſhip I muſt needs obey, 


90 graciouſly receive my laſt conge ! 


ODE 
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ODE To COMPLACENCY. 


Comacenxcy! thou gift refin'd! 


To me thy aid impart ; 


Preſerve thy Empire in my mind, 


And regulate my heart. 


Thy preſence will adorn each ſcene, 


With modeſt temp'rate rays ; 


Grant, I become like thee ſerene, 


Nor thirſt for empty praile. 


Oh! lead me to thy ſacred bowr, 
Where Peace, and Virtue dwell; 

There let me feel thy healing pow'r, 
To Folly bid farewell. 


This 


TJ 


This the chief purpoſe of my ſoul, 
To ſeek thy bleſt abode ; 


Contentment the inviting goal, 
And rectitude the road. 


With cautious ſtep, and ſteady pace, 


The checquer'd path I view; 
Behold the end, and deſtin'd race, 
To reach what I purſue. 


By thee enabled, hence ſhall gain 
A conqueſt o'er my mind; 


Defy the threat'ning frowns of pain, 


By innocence refin d. 


From Guilt, and Superſtition free, 
Oh! may I ner repine; 
In ev'ry ſtate, and each decree, 


Obey the will divine! 


To 


was 1h 
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To THE AUTHOR's SISTER. 


I Now ſorſake the Elegiac ſtrain, 

Inſpir'd by ſorrow, and perus'd with pain ; 
The ſtorm ſubſides, the clouds are clear diſpers'd, 
The proſpect brightens, and my fate's revers'd. 
Theſe tidings, dear Eliza, will impart 

Pleaſing ſenſations to thy tender heart; 
Affection prompts me freely to diſcloſe 

My flatt'ring hopes, and to conceal my woes; 
Infectious ſorrows their contagion ſpread, 

And cauſe fair Virtue to recline her head. 
Proſperity elates the human mind, 
Yet in her train, unhappineſs we find. 

We view her pageantry with partial eyes, 

But to deliberate 1s truly wile, 

Before we paſs our judgment, or declare, 


What ſtate in life, for happineſs bids fair. 
The 
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The glitt'ring ſurfaces attract the ſight, 


Caught by the bait, we fancy true delight : 


Yet ſhun conviction, and in heart deſpiſe 
By gentle admonitions to grow wiſe. 
Child of affliction, I was early taught, 


The painſul leſſon of more ſerious thought; 


Adverſity ſubdu'd my youthful mind, 
Enlarg'd its views, and its vain hopes confin'd: 
Whate'er my faults of high or low degree, 
Repentance breaks the chain, and ſets me free. 
Thou gift divine! all human ſtains efface, 
And grant to me thy purifying grace; 

The beſt require thee in this ſinful ſtate, 

To calm their ſuff rings, and avert their fate, 
Much lov'd Eliza! in my early youth, 

Thy prudence led me to the path of truth, 
The part I wiſh to act in this great ſcene, 

Is ever to preſerve the golden mean; 


Neither ſo high as to forget my ſtate, 


Nor yet ſo low to murmur at my fate ; 
12 Humble 
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Humble, not ſervile ; ſteady, not ſevere ; 
Prudent, yet gen'rous ; and in heart ſincere 
Neither inclin'd to give or take offence ; 

A foe to pride, though ſpectous its pretence. 
Such is thy practice: thy ſuperior mind 
Keeps the due medium by good ſenſe refin'd. 
Prudence and Judgment are by thee poſſeſs'd, 
Unerring monitors within thy breaſt ; 
Precept alone will ne'er perfection gain, 

And needs example, Wiſdom to attain; 


In thee united, rul'd by Virtue's laws, 


She crowns thy Merit with deſerv'd applauſe. 


KELLI APH 


E P I T A EL H 
on Miss MARTHA MARY ANN HUGHES, 


Who Died Nov. 2, 1776, aged Ten Years, 


I: ſcenes funereal ſerious thoughts diſpenſe, 
And wake the ſoul to ſympathetic ſenſe, 
Attend, vain Paſlenger, this awful ſhrine, 1 
A ſtate like this will ſoon alas! be thine! 
Shall full maturity ſecurely reſt, 
And chace reflection from its ſanguine breaſt ? 
Like the fleet courſer no obſtruction heed, 
Seek Pleaſure's goal with unremitted ſpeed ? 
The op'ning bud, and fair expanded flow'r, 
Fade, and are cropt by Death's reſiſtleſs pow'r. 
His rig'rous laws a Parent's hopes deſtroy, 
By ſnatching to himſelf their pride and joy. 
This 
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This modeſt ſnow-drop, eldeſt born of Spring, 

Whoſe verſe ſepulchral with regret I ling, 

Too early did her various gifts diſplay, 

In form and mind, as radiant as the day. 

We prais'd, admir'd, beheld with fond ſurpriſe, 

Death gave the ſtroke, and pluck'd her from our eyes; 
Where now tranſplanted to a milder ſky, 


She blooms unfaded, and can never die. 


ODE ox FORTITUDE. 


Brnorp the Chriſtian Hero arm'd, 
With Helmet, Breaſl-Plate, Shield! 
And be not for his fate alarm'd, 


He will maintain the field. 


The 
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The Sword of Juſtice will defend 


Religion's ſacred laws; 


And ever prove a conſtant friend 


To Champions in her caule. 


The holy Martyrs burnt or ſlain, 
Diſgrace fair Hiſt ry's page; 

Their ſteady faith defied the pain 
Caus'd by Enthuſiaſts rage. 


By Fire their worth was tried like gold, 
Freed from the baſe alloy ; 
They ſought their Maker to behold 


In ſcenes of endleſs joy. 


Let us by their example taught, 
Seek the Almighty love ; 
Diſdain each ſervile mundane thought, 


Exploring ſcenes above! 


A FAMI- 
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WIFAMILIAR EPISTLE 


— AUT HEE SS SISTER 


Yay, dear Maria! is the modiſh life 

With ſenſe and reaſon ever found at ſtrife ? 
Say, dear Maria! is the rural ſeat 

Of Peace and Virtue the ſecure retreat ? 

Then form thy judgment, and declare thy choice, 
Tho' inconſiſtent with the gen'ral voice. 

Mark but the hilt ry of a modern day, 
Compos'd of nonſenſe, foppery, and play. 
Suppole a Lady in her ealy chair, 

Intent to fabricate and deck her hair : 

A compound vile, of powder, paint, perfumes, 
 Adorn'd with Dimonds, and with lofty plumes. 
View her at Almack's in the pomp of pride, 


With Lord, or Captain, ſeated by her ſide; 


4A. 


If not in uniſon with Virtue's law, 

Mod'rate the term, and call ita faux pas! 

This gaudy Trifler, or this haughty Belle, 

In folly's liſts is found—la plus fidelle ! 

Hence, dear Maria, bleſs the gracious ſtar, 
Which, from ſuch ſcenes of folly guides thee far, 
What, tho' on Pea-chicks thou doſt never dine, 
Or in Gold Goblets drink Falernian Wine! 
What tho'no crowd of coxcombs grace thy gate, 
The modern Female's idle, uſeleſs Rate ! 

More bleſt thy lot, with meek and humble heart, 
To ſeek the treaſures that true joys impart ; 

The only bleſſings that can aught avail, 

Which, like the Widow's oil, will never fail. 
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To Mrs B. 


To Friendſhip thus a Fane ] raiſe, 
Th oft ring, gratitude and praiſe; 

A ſacrifice to merit due, 

And love like thine, ſincere and true. 
Let, whilſt we live, the incenſe burn, 
When we expire adorn the urn. 
Proclaim to common hearts the cauſe, 
Why we obey'd fair Virtue's laws; 
Why tho'in gayeſt liv'ry dreſt, 

To us baſe flatt ry ſtood confeſt; 
What caus'd the ſilent tear to flow, 
At ſight of real or fancied woe; 

*Tis ſympathy which rules our Souls, 
And all our wayward wills controlls. 
By hope inſpird the tender heart, 


Smiles at the fell envenom'd dart, 
Thro' 
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Thro' various channels ſorrows flow, 
And inundations cauſe of woe ; 

The ſwelling tide o'erflows. the mind, 
If not by reaſon's banks confin'd ; 
Reſtrain'd in its impetuous courſe, 

By Faith, and fair Religion's force. 

If theſe the Pilots, we can glide, 
With eaſe thro' liſe, and ſtem the tide 
Of ſorrow's ſtream, and find, at laſt, 
Our lot in ſome fair Country caſt ; 
Tranſported to that happy ſhore, 

No longer our hard fate deplore ; 

Be thankful for the bleſſings giv'n, 
And find ourſelves at reſt in Heav'n. 
Oh! may the paſlage prove to thee, 
A ſettled calm, and ſummer ſea ! 

Like the bright Halcyon build thy neſt, 
In ſweet tranquility and reſt ; 

Bleſt with a kind and gentle mate, 


Rejoicing in thy happy fate! 
K 2 The 
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The following Lines were ſent to Miſs J. WEST, 
with a Piece of Bride-Cake, drawn through a 
Wedding-Ring. 


To thee, dear Jane, with joy I ſend, 
The tribute of a bridal Friend. 

Of late I'm grown, quite grave and ſtupid, 
A traitor to the laws of Cupid; 

Dely his powr, and pointed darts, 

With which he wounds poor mortals hearts : 
So ſend to thee this magic charm ; 

Grant that the ſpell thy fancy warm. 

If nine times drawing thro the ring, 

Can any ſolid comforts bring, 

This may afford a pleaſing dream, 


Compos d of Love; delightſul theme! 


Create 
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Create a Swain ſincere and juſt, 

On whom thou may'ſt with ſafety truſt ; 
Yet pleaſing, lively, witty, ſmart, 

A Man, quite after thine own heart. 

This World is but a dream throughout, 
We wake, and our miſtakes find out; 

Our hopes high rais'd, and proſpects bright, 
Vaniſh like viſions from the fight. 

May they to thee be verified, 

By being ſoon an happy bride! 
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To the Same, on her prolonging her ſtay in 


Yorkſhire. 


Ave RS E to ſilence, thus the pauſe I break, 
In Friendſhip's cauſe, and for Honoria's ſake. 
Ah! why prolong thy ſlay ? we try in vain, 
The threaten'd ill with patience to ſuſtain, 

Thy tender Parent can't the boon deny, 


Tho' ſhe explores thee with expecting eye; 


Foregoes her pleaſure, to ſecure to thee, 


Convivial joys from pain and diſcord free. 
What tho' the rigid North will ſoon appear 
Clad in the horrors of the cloſing year, 

By cheerfulneſs anticipate the Spring, 

Make Boreas {mile, and Aolus to ling ! 
Why are we bound by harſh and rigid rules, 
Impos d by Tyrants, and obevd by Fools? 


Sorrow 
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Sorrow attends the ſable nodding Plumes, 
Whilſt a gay air the brilliant gem aſſumes, 

Tho' neither have the pow'r to touch the heart, 
Which ſmiles with joy, or groans with poignant ſmart ; 
Superior to external influence reigns, 
Defies its pow'r, and breaks its galling chains. 
Simplex munditus 1s the path I tread, | 
Impell'd by Virtue, and by prudence led ; 

Much leſs aſham'd to err in head than heart, 
Proof againſt envy, and her treach'rous art. 

By Hope elated, or by grief depreſs d, 

Still Friendſhip reigns in my devoted breaſt. 
Long may'ſt thou feel it, long the ſame impart, 
The native growth of thy ingenuous heart. 
Friendſhip like Charity, her grace extends, 

And is moſt bleſt in bleſſing of her friends. 

This gracious gift then deign to yield to me, 

To prove at once thy Love and Conſtancy. 

By intereourſe of letters kind, reveal 


Thy ev'ry thought; nor yet with care conceal 
What 


L 
What will afford thy friend a joy extreme; 
Nor be laconic on the pleaſing theme. 
Omit no circumſtance of time or place, 
From thy recital ſure to gain a grace. 
Bleſt with the pow'r to ſpeak and write with eaſe, 
Poſſeſſing ev'ry gift to charm and pleaſe, 
No longer now thy talent ſhalt thou hide, 
The joy of Friendſhip and its greateſt pride; 
Its life, its ſoul, its great eſſential part, 
Whoſe Empire's ſeated in a faithful heart. 


To 
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To a LADY, whoſe extreme ſenſibility cauſes 
her to refine too much on the common Occur- 


ences of Life. 


VV iy in this frail capricious World, 
Doſt thou Perfection ſeek ? 
When Hope, in Diſappointment ends, 


Form'd on a plan ſo weak. 


The moſt this fleeting Life affords, 
Is reſpites ſhort from pain; 

Why then the only lot allow'd, 
Wilt thou with pride diſdain? 


Behold the height of human bliſs, 
The {kill of mortal Man; 
Alas! how circumſerib'd his powers, 


Their limits but a ſpan! 


L Receive 
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Receive with thankfulneſs the ſtate 
By Providence defign'd ; 


Submit to his all-wiſe decrees, 
In Life and Death reſign d. 


Forbear to murmur, if thy cup 
With bliſs does not run or; 
And think a portion due 1s ſent 


From Wiſdom's bounteous ſtore. 


If Plenty thou doſt lack, or Peace, 

Society, or Health, 

As ſubſtitutes for all theſe joys, 

Let Reaſon be thy Wealth, 
Supprels thoſe anx1ous cares, which rob 
Ihy feeling heart of reſt ; 

Nurture complacent ſtedfaſt Hope, 
And be ſupremely bleſt. 


Poſleſs 
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Poſſeſs the treaſures which avail 


When mortal hopes decay, 
Riches the world have not to give, 


Nor pow'r to take away. 


Then ſeek what only can exalt, 
Frail Creatures form'd of Duſt - 

Who zealous for the preſent ſlate, 
F orget their future truſt. 


Amidft the trials which diſturb 
This vain terreſtrial view, 
Reſiſtance will avail thee nought, 


Submiſſion meek is due. 


Are not thy feelings then a curſe ? 
A conſtant ſource of pain? 


Than Folly, or Indiff rence worſe? 
Their dictates then diſdain, 
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Refine 
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Refine on Pain! ah! cruel art, 
To wound thy tender mind; 

"Tis like the pois ning of a dart, 
More certain Death to find. 


On returning a Knife to a Young Lady. 


Ib. E Knife return'd, remain in perſect eaſe, 
Nor with vain fears afflict thyſelf, or teaze. 
What ſign or omen ever can portend 
To alienate the love I bear my friend; 
Tho' ſharpeſt weapons were like troops combin'd 
To form a Phalanx round my ſteady: mind, 
Aſſection would reſiſt and foil their pow'r, 
Nor quit her ſtandard to the lateſt hour. 
Hence, Superſtition! hide thy daring head, 
By weak diſtruſt, and human folly bred ; 
Subdu'd by ſenſe, the victor of thy fate, 
In chains thou {halt appear to grace her ſtate. 
Ez ET APH 
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On Ms E L © BB: 4 H AR DIN G, 
Who died Jan. 10, 1778. Aged Twelve Years, 


Ayn ! why this ſorrow, why this penſive gloom, 
That ſweet Eliza reſts within the tomb? 

Her gentle Spirit 1s ſupremely bleſt ; 

No anx1ous cares can agitate her breaſt. 
Short was her paſſage thro' this vale of tears, 
Unſtain'd by guilt, or its attendant fears : 
Her ſoul aſpiring to the realms of light, 
Secur'd its happineſs by rapid flight. 

Shall elegiac verſe in mournful lay, 

Or ſilent eloquence her worth diſplay ? 

In her was found whate'er could love engage, 
Simplicity of Youth, and ſenſe of Age; 


Manners 
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Manners refin'd; a kind and faithful heart; 

And all the gifts which Virtue could impart. 
Oh Death! thou cruel and relentleſs pow'r! 
Why didſt thou ſeize this fair expanding flow'r? 
Her op'ning beauties ſcarce had felt the ſun ; 
Too ſoon, alas! th' appointed courſe ſhe run. 
Yet, what avails our grief? we weep in vain; 


Great is her profit, ſince, “ to Die is Gain,” 


To a Young LADY at School. 


Exc, and emulate thy Parents praiſe; 
Let thy intrinſic worth the tribute raiſe, 

In ev'ry uſeful art thy time employ 

Zealous eſteem to gain, true heart- felt joy; 
Attain each grace that can adorn the mind, 


Blended with ſentiment and taſte refin'd. 


Envy 
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Envy can find no harbour in a breaſt 


TH abode, I truſt, of Peace, benignant gueſt ! 


Neglect no duty; act with graceful eaſe; 
Ever deſire with modeſty to pleaſe: 

Let virtue be thy guide; for ſhe'll diſpenſe, 
Sincerity, Diſcretion, Truth, and Senſe. 

Oh ! may ſhe kind to thee her grace impart, 
Never forſake, deep rooted in thy heart! 


To Mrs XR RN 


'T noven 'tis a paradox, thou {till art nigh, 
And oft admir'd with retroſpective eye. 
The flame of Friendſhip never can expire 


Its very embers re-aſſume their fire, 


Burn with freſh vigour, and with luſtre bright, 
Solace the heart, and yield us true delight, 


Jever 
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I ever ſhall revere thoſe happy hours, 

Shar'd with my friend, enliven'd by her powers ; 
In ſweet ſociety we paſs'd the day, 

Serenely cheerful, yet not vainly gay; 

The laſt ſeem'd happieſt, and the moſt was priz d; 
To me the bleſſing lent, not realiz'd ! 
Inſtruction now employs me; pleaſing taſk !* 


Myſt'ries t' unfold, and falſhood to unmaſk ; 


To read a comment on the letter'd page ; 


T' improve my Pupils, and their love engage; 
To tcach them firm, yet cautiouſly to tread, 
In Virtue's paths, by my example led; 

To ſhun the Rocks of Ignorance and Pride, 
Twin-ſiſlers to our nature cloſe allied. 

Oh, Ignorance ! thou chaos of the mind, 

Th' eclipſe of Reaſon, to Improvement blind: 


Thou like the owl doſt ſhun the glorious light, 


Enwrap'd in darkneſs, and the ſhades of night, 


This Epiille was written when the Author undertook the education of two 


young Ladies of faſhion; for whom ſhe co npoſed “ Mentoria, or the Young 


„% Ladies Inftrucor,” 
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Pride like a beacon, which is plac'd on high, 
Whoſe pompous turrets emulate the eye, 

By various means eſſays our ſenſe to cheat, 
Then triumphs in our fall, and baſe defeat. 
Benign Humility ! thy grace impart, 

The friend of Virtue, enemy of Art! 

I feel my own defects by being plac'd 

With thoſe whoſe minds with ev'ry gift are grac'd.* 
May I attain what I ſo much admire, 

Warm'd by the influence of their attic fire. 
Nature to thee did various gifts diſpenſe ; 

Bleſt thee with modeſty, good-humour, ſenſe : 
Adorn'd the Caſket with great care and paing 
Fit emblem of the jewel it contains : 

Polite, yet faithful, thou with graceful eaſe, 
Doſt act conſiſtent, emulous to pleaſe. 

Accept theſe artleſs lays, an off ring free, 


To worth ſuperior, and addreſs d to thee. 


Mr. and Mrs, V— for whoſe abilities the Author has the higheſt veneration, 


and to whom ſhe is infinitely indebted for repeated teſtimonies of their favour, 


M A SACRED 
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A SACRED INVOCATION, 


WRITTEN EXTEMPORE. 


I N pity, Lord! direct my mind, 
Thy ſacred attributes to find. 

A wandrer 1n this nether world, 
Too oft, alas! in error hurl'd, 

Thy word a Lantern to my feet, 
Shall lead me to thy judgment-ſeat. 
Man by deluſion is betray'd, 

And needs thy all-{ufficient aid; 
Thy comprehenſive pow'r can teach, 
The heights his frailty cannot reach. 
Oh! grant to thoſe whole ſteps have err'd, 
The guidance of thy holy word; 


Giving them grace to judge aright, 


And walk for ever in thy fi ght. 
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From fin converted, may they hence 


Be Penitents in ſtricter ſenſe ; 


From ſtrong conviction, may their minds 


Feel the repoſe which Virtue finds ; 


May truſt and confidence 1n thee, 


From apprehenſions ſet them free; 


To thee may all their wiſhes tend, 


Thou great Creator! gen'ral friend ! 


Supreme, yet merciful and juſt; 


Our preſent joy and future truſt : 


The comfort of a human breaſt, 
The haven which affords it reſt ; 


The God of Truth, whom all adore, 
Who ſtudiouſly thy works explore: 


To higheſt pitch our zeal they raiſe, 


To celebrate thy glorious praiſe, 


Thy creatures thus enraptur'd ſing, 


122 


5 Glory to God, Eternal King! 
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HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 


A pvexsrry the Great muſt bend to thee, 
From thy domain, no ſovereign pow'r is free ; 
Thou ſource of earthly terrors! awful fear! 
Who rul'ſt with iron rod, and brow ſevere : 

All feel the weight of thy oppreſſive hand, 

And none can check thee, or thy pow'r withſtand. 
Thy harſh decrees are med'cines to the Soul, 
Which can the moſt obdurate heart control ; 
Tho' painful, yet ſubdue malignant pride, 

And by their aid our minds are puriſied. 

Thy waters like the ſalutary Nile, 

By overflowing, fructiſy the ſoil; 


Grant that to me the deluge may impart, 


Its fruitful giſts to rectify my heart. 
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Oh! may my mind th' ordeal fire ſuſtain, 
Endure the torments, and e'en ſmile on pain: 
Great is the conflict, yet the conqueſt ſure, 

It arm'd with fortitude, and Virtue pure. 


CITY S r ILE 


A TOWN ECLOGUE. 


Ma. WEALTHY. 8 
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\ \ ELL! now my dear, beloved Wiſe, 


We muſt extend our plan of life. 
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How will our country couſins ſtare, 
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To ſee me ſoon a great Lord-May'r! 


WE 


Mrs WEALIHY. 


The rich State-Coach you will not grace, 
Adorn'd by Chaplain, Sword, and Mace. 
As for mylelf, the golden Chain 

I muſt confeſs will make me vain ; 


And then how much ſhall be delighted, 


When by his Majeſty you're knighted ! 


Adieu now to my one horſe chair, 

Ill have a Coach to take the air. 

With ſpeed we'll quit vile Wormwood- Street, 
And decorate our Country-ſcat; 

The Houſe muſt be entirely furniſh'd, 

And all the Glaſſes, gilt and burniſh'd. 
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Figures Ill buy to grace the nitches, 


And make canals of all the ditches ; 


Which, ftord with various kinds of fiſh, 
On Sundavs may afford a dith, 


The 
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The Sheriffs richly to regale, 

With Poultry, Beef, and Yorkſhire Ale. 
Thus much I promiſe all my party, 

An Engliſh welcome, rough and hearty. 


Mrs U 


Indeed, my dear ! you ſhock my ſight; 
I fear youll never grow polite. 

I, to be ſure, was born a heirels, 

And fit to be a Lady-May'reſs: 

But as ſor you, with all your riches, 
You wear ſuch dirty Leather-Breeches ; 
And ſuch a frightful ſhabby wig, 

It looks like briſtles of a Pig. 

Your Day-Book and your Ledger ſeem, 
To be your molt engaging theme. 
What need ſo often to repeat, 

Your expectations of the Fleet! 

And then you talk ſo much of Trade, 


Boaſting your debts are punctual paid: 
Which 
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Which is not now at all the faſhion. 


Ma WEALTHY. 


You really put me in a paſſion, 


Politeneſs is an empty name: 


On Riches I depend for fame. 


Ms. W [H. 


With all your mighty boaſted wealth, 
You neither taſle of peace or health. 
I hate entravagance and walls 

Vet like things in the modern taſte. 


Your Father's mcannels you inherit, 


And have no proper pride or ſpirit. 
When at the Manſion-Houſe J hve. 
Such Entertainments I will give, 

And ſuch a Lord-May rs feaſt and ball. 
As ſhall delight the crouded hall. 


No Barbers, Clowns, or paltry Singers, 
Or Pick-Pockets with nimble fingers, 
But 
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But people of the firſt degree, 
Shall form the brilliant company. 


M R. W E A L T H Y. 
We muſt not break eſtabliſh'd rules, 


To baniſh Knaves, Poltroons, or Fools 

The Aldermen mult hold their place, 

And ſerve the Cavalcade to grace; 

By help of whom, the Lord-May'rs day, 

Will City conſequence diſplay ; 

The Common-Councill are invited, 

And all their families delighted. 

Our Barges are extremely fine, 

Bleſs me! what plenty when we dine. 

The liquor like a mighty ocean, 

Affords an inexhauſtleſs potion, 

Of which we quaft like eager fiſh; 

Like Cormorants attack each diſh ; 

Tranſported by our happy fare, 

Talk Politics, Eat, Drink, and Swear. 
N 
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MRS. WEALTHY. 


I hate theſe kind of brutal feaſts, 
Leſs fit for Men than favage beaſts; 
Below the brute creation ſunk, 


When by intemperance they're drunk.. 


MR. WEALTHY. 


J muſt confels tis very wrong, 

Thoſe faults to Citizens belong ; 

We glory in our Cent. per Cent, 

On profit ever found intent - 

And laugh at vain ideal ſchemes, 
Fictitious fancies, idle dreams, 

Chimeras of the ton, and taſte, 

And ſpendthrifts fortunes ſoon laid waſte : 
Marking the fall and riſe of ſtocks, 


We keep our deeds in iron box. 


Mrs. 
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Mas. WEALTHY. 


Pray when ſhall Juliet come from France ? 
On Eaſter-Monday how ſhe'll dance ! 

I think my dear, we'll fetch her over; 

Or meet her when ſhe comes to Dover; 
Her education is complete, 


And for her height, 'tis near fix feet. 


MA. WEALTHY, 


How much of all her charms you boaſt ! 


Mas. WEALTHY. 
I could engage {he'll be a toaſt. 


Juliet is quite her mother's daughter, 

And will occaſion deſp'rate ſlaughter ; 

For, as you know, when I was young, 

My beauty did not paſs unſung : 

I always made a mighty ſhew, 

And hop'd to gain an Earl or Beau. 
1 N 2 But 
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i But after all my care and pains, 
| 
| 


My father ſought ſubſtantial gains ; 
J And threaten'd his ſevere diſpleaſure, 


If refus'd your worſhip's treaſure. 


Thus, in the prime and pride of life, 
I was compell'd to be your wife, 
Nor ſhould I murmur at my lot, 

If you your vulgar ways forgot ; 
And was for Magiſtracy it, 

Wich grace and dignity to ſit. 

I cannot but, my dear, declare, 
That now I wiſh, you wore your Hair. 
Your aukward Taylor has no taſte ; 
Your clothes mult be ſuperbly lac'd. 
Yet, aſter all, youll look ſo rough, 
To my rich gems, and ſilver ſtuff, 
Methinks, I ſee the ſervants wait, 
To lollow us to Court in tate. 
King of the City! what a ſound ! 


Myſelf the Queen ! my head turns round! 
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My Daughter too, the Princeſs Royal! 
I hope our ſubjects will be loyal. 
Inliſt in Freedom's glorious cauſe ; 


The ſureſt means to gain applauſe. 
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Of Caſh I have ſuch wond'rous plenty, 


That Earls or Dukes, I'd purchaſe twenty; 


And therefore have no cauſe to ſpare, 
My riches to exalt my heir: 

So that I am reſolv'd to ſpend, 

My money with a cheerful friend. 

At Newington I mean to build 

A Drawing-Room, with pictures fill'd ; 
Then TIl pull down that odious paling, 
And have ſome wooden Chineſe railing ; 
That we may ſee the road with eale ; 
Which all our viſitors will pleaſe. 
Upon our ſpacious rural lawn, 


We'll keep ſome ſheep, and feed the fawn ; 


Some 


Some able workman ſhall repair, PP 
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The ruins and the root-houſe chair. 8 = 
I have my eye on Farmer Craddock, 

To buy his fields to make a Paddock. . 
How very great a paddock ſounds, 

Well ſtor'd with deer, and flocks, and hounds ! 

When I have gain'd ſufficient treaſure, 

I then will be a man of pleaſure ; 


Build and rebuild, plant and lay waſte, 


Agreeable to the rules of taſte ; 


The country air will make me healthy, 
And who ſo great as Sir John Wealthy! 


ODE. 


I N this terreſtrial fleeting ſtate, 
This fluctuating ſcene, 
Let me the due advantage make, 


Inſtructions ever glean. 


From Folly and the ſnares of Art, 
Duplicity deſpiſe; 

Learn the true worth of modeſt ſenſe, 
Eſteem the good and wile. 


By Vanity and Tyrant Pride, 
Be taught to hate vain ſhow ; 
Reſign myſelf to Reaſon's pow'r, 
With genuine Virtue glow. 


From 
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From Av'rice and her ſordid train, 
Weigh the true ule of Pelf; 

Dilate my heart, and teach my ſoul 
To look beyond itſelf. 


From Raſhneſs, gain the glorious art, 
To know in what conſiſts, 
The powr invincible to gain, 


Which all attacks reſiſts. 


May baſe Ingratitude, and Guilt, 
Caprice, and proud diſdain, 
Inſpire my heart with purpoſe fix'd, 


The better path to gain. 


From thoſe who ſeem exempt from Care, 


And fickle Fortune's powr, 
Be warn'd with confidence to hope 


Bevond the preſent hour. 


Purſuing 
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Purſuing thus the chorny maze, 
Sure profit hence ſhall find; 
From others weakneſs, gather ſtrength 


To fortify my mind! 


To Mrs VAUGH A N 


Ix evry ſtate, and ev'ry point of view, 
Thy ſterling worth is to the balance true; 
As Parent, Wife, and Friend, it bears the teſt, 
And when the moſt is tried, acquitted beſt ; 
In times like theſe, when vanities prevail, 
And love maternal 1s an 1dle tale, 
How wilely doſt thou ſtem the current ſtream, 
Nor art involv'd in the deluſive dream. 
The faſhionable mother llights the care 
Of her young offspring, with affected air; 
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Divides 
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Divides her time twixt Op'ras, Plays, Romance, 


A gaming Party, or a midnight Dance. 

From fountains ſo impure, muſt ſurely flow 
Streams quite congenial to the lakes below. 
Hence are deriv'd thoſe vapours which infect 
The atmoſphere of Life, with dire effect. 
Hence too proceeds the loud domeſtic ſtrife, 
The faithleſs Friend, and the inconſtant Wife. 
Far diff rent is the plan purſu'd by thee; 

From vain parade, and affectation free. 

The Olive branches which ſurround thy board, 
Emblems of peace, with native grace are ſtor d; 
The bright example of thy taſte and {kill, 

In their young minds will filial love inſtill; 
From thee, deriving elegance and eaſe, 


Like the Original, will ever pleaſe. 


— — —  —— 
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THE BEATITUDES 
PARAPHRASTICALLY VERSIFIED. 


With Morat ReritecTiONS. 


Tus ſpake our Saviour, © Bleſſed are the meek, 
And thoſe who Righteouſneſs with ardour ſeek. 
«© Bleſt is the mourner, he ſhall find repoſe, 
And calm contentment ſhall ſucceed his woes. 
5 Bleſt are the peace-makers, and foes to ſtrife, 
c And thoſe who thirſt for everlaſting Life, 

<* Bleſſed are they who patiently endure; 

% For their inheritance in Heav'n is ſure. 

«© Bleſt are the merciful, foredoom'd to gain 
Their juſt reward like mercy to obtain. 

<« Bleſt are the pure in heart, for they ſhall ſee 

* Their great Creator in his Majeſty, 


O 2 ©: Bleſſed 
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* Bleſſed are ye, when men to hurt ye ſeek, 


ee And for my ſake revile, and evil ſpeak; 


* Rejoice, be glad in heart, for ſo of old 

* Prophets were treated, by the vain and bold. 
* In Heav'n alone a recompence is found; 
Which great Eternity, not Time can bound.” 


Do theſe Beatitudes, vain Man! impart 


Subſtantial joys to thy perverted heart ? 


Does Chriſtian patience fortify thy creed, 

To yield thee comfort in the hour of need? 
Does lively Faith, fair Charity, and Peace, 
Secure true bleſſings, and thy hopes encreaſe ? 
Does Meekneſs, Mercy, attributes divine, 

In all thy actions with reſplendence ſhine? 
Say, does not Pride, Ingratitude, and Sin, 
By falſe allurements, thy affections win? 

Does zeal for Wealth, or Righteouſneſs prevail ? 
Do not temptations with ſuccels aſſail? 

Doſt thou not yield? no firm reſiſtance make? 


Will not thy Tempter due advantage take? 
His 


„ 


His ſole Dominion in the ſhades of guilt; 

And hope of triumph, on Rebellion built. 
Would'ſt thou, Oh Man! but fruſtrate his deſign, 
And call in aid Omnipotence divine; 

In vain his arrows, level'd at thy peace, 

Would ſtrive to wound thee, their effect muſt ceaſe! 
Howe'er beſet by Sorrows baleful train, 

Religious hope can ev'ry woe ſuſtain ; 

Direct the means tavert impending ill, 

By acquieſcence to the ſacred will; 

Teach thee to think that Providence will ſend 

No ſeeming evil, but for ſome wiſe end; 

To ſerve ſome purpoſe, operate ſome plan 
Conducive to the good of fallen Man. 

From hence ſubmit, nay e'en adore the rod, 

In ſtrict obedience to the will of God; 

Serve him with zealous works, religious awe, 
And act conſiſtent with his ſacred law: 


In him, as Lord of all, with ardour truſt, 


Whole Pow' is boundleſs, and whole Judgments juſt, 
ODE 
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ODE To THE MOON. 


To thee, fair regent of the Night, 
I dedicate my lays ; 
Thy ſilver beams, reflected light, 


Excite our love and praiſe! 


Sequeſter'd from the beams of Day, 
The midnight awful ſcene 
Converts the mind, by nature gay, 


To proſpects more ſerene. 


Above each vain terreſtrial art 
Of Life's perplexing care, 
Thy genuine graces ſtrike the heart, 


Free from deluſive glare. 


This 
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This uſeful leſſon they inſtil, 
That modeſt Virtues ſhine; 
Like thee the conſtant courſe ſulfil, 
With majeſty divine. 


To the AuTnroR's S18 TER. 


Acckpr th' effuſion of a faithful heart, 

Replete with gratitude, devoid of art; 

Nor thou diſdain the tributary tear 

Which flows from Friendſhip's eye, with love ſincere. 
Ah! what avails this energy of grief! 

Where, my Conſtantia, is the wiſh'd relief ? 

Oh! deign to liſten to my ardent pray'r, 

That thou the beſt of Heaven's gifts may ſhare ! 
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To add a zeſt to all thy other joys, 

May health be thine ; the want of which deſtroys 

All earthly bliſs, and ev'ry good annoys. 

From thee, no flattring hopes I need conceal ; 

To thee, ſecurely, may my fears reveal. 

To parts ſuperior I make no pretence, 

Virtue my only boaſt, and common ſenſe. 
Denied external charms, my better part 

Lies deep conceal'd; the rectitude of heart; 

Which common forms diſdains, that tend to cheat 

The human judgment, and fair truth defeat. 

No guide but Prudence, to direct, and ſteer 

My courle thro' life, her precepts I revere. 


Directed thus by her uncrring laws, 


My ations oft acquire deſerv'd applaule ; 
Or, il they neer receive the tribute due, 

Unwearied, I will ſtill her paths purſue, 

The joys of Lite, like bloſſoms nipt by Froſt, 

Decerve my views, ani ere I graſp are loſt. 

Yet Hope ſtill beams upon my drooping mind; 


The only ray of comfort I can find, 


To 
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To cheer my paſſage thro' this vale of care, 
Remove my doubts, and diſſipate deſpair. 

Oh Hope! thou emanation from abc ve, 

J feel thy cheering beams, aud graciovs love. 
Firm Faith and Charity, with thee cor 1bin'd, 

In holy uniſon, direct the mind. 

Faith whiſpers peace to the afflicted breaſt, ws 
Sweet harbinger of joy, and tranquil reſt ; 
Renews its truſt in God, whoſe pow ful arm, 
Can Malice, and our ſecret foes diſarm. 

Whoſe word can ſtill the raging of the Sea, 
Relieve th oppreſs'd, and ſet the pris'ner free. 
Alas, Conſtantia ! little it avails 

Whether our preſent hope ſucceeds or fails. 

A future ſtate will reconcile our fears, 

Diſpel our doubts, anxieties, and tears. 

Whence then does Death in horrid forms appear, 
And caſt around ſuch wild terrific fear ? 

Each human ill his edicts can aſſuage, 


Diſarm the Tyrant, and ſubdue his rage; 
P What 
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What tho' his arm be W 8 to ſtrike the blow, 
And unrelenting, his ſharp arrows throw ? 
Tho fatally transfixt within the heart, 
Whence the regret from carti.;” pain to part? 
Tis but his miniſtry t) break the cham 

Which cloſe confines us to this World of pain. 


When we behold the ſpace where Heroes lie, 


We pay the tribute of a tear, or ſigh; 


Yet with the proſpect ceaſes the regret, 


Tho' all muſt pay th' inevitable debt. 


Say, dear Conſtantia, if th' engaging ties 

Of ſocial duties, which the vain deſpiſe, 
Extend our proſpetts to th' expanſive bound, 
Where mutual love, and innocence are found? 


Rich in the gifts which Fortune cannot ſhake, 


An umon permanent, no ſtorms can break. 


A Parent, whole difluſive, tender heart, 
Would, for her friend, with ev'ry bleſſing part; 
She who will praiſe, where praiſe ſeems ſcarcely due, 
And bring forth latent worth, to public view; 
She 


! 
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She who relunctantly would ſpeak to blame, 
Who rather ſeeks to ſpread deſerved fame; 
She who in Charity with all men lives, 
Grateful receives, as cheerfully ſhe gives. 
Her tenderneſs may filial love repay, 

And ſhine reſplendent to her lateſt day ! 

May Love, cemented by its ſtrongeſt bands, 
Unite our hearts, and ever join our hands! 
In ev'ry ſtate let this deſire be mine, 


To taſte of Friendſhip, as ſincere as thine ! 


P 2 DAPHNE 


0 
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DAPHNE any TRE POET: 


AN . 


D EAR Poet, deign in tuneful lays, 
My merits to rehearſe; 
My beauty and acquirements ſing, 


In ſweet harmonious verſe. 


The Lily and the Roſe unite 
To form my pleaſing face; 
Silk will deſcribe my flowing hair, 


Adorn'd with wond'rous grace. 
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To Stars, or Dimonds dazzling hue, . 
Compare my ſparkling eyes; 
Pronounce me elegant, and fair, 


Good humour'd, witty, wiſe. 


Whene'er I warble plaintive ſtrains, 
Or. touch the ſounding Lyre,. 

Thou muſt extol my taſte and {kill ; 
Let me thy verſe inſpire ! 


” OE 


Vain Daphne, why doſt thou impoſe 
On me, who am ſincere, 
Th' unwelcome taſk, to check thy pride 
By Satire moſt ſevere ? 


No Roſes bloom upon thy Cheek, 
No luſtre fires thine Eye; 
Defective in thy mental part, 


In thee no graces vie, 


No 
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No harmony attends thy ſong, 


Thou'ſt learnt the art by rote; 
I bluſh whene'er thy ſcreaming voice, 


Retails the Raven's note. 


The ſounds diſcordant yield diſguſt, 


No tranſports hence inſpire ; 


In thee to ſue for ſweet applauſe, 


Proves but a vain deſire. 


DAP HR NE. 


Why, meaneſt of the tuneſul choir, 
Doſt thou ſo much aſſume ? 


To puniſh inſolence like thine, 


With grace I will preſume, 


Doſt thou not know my high degree, 


And great intrinfic worth ? 
Endow'd with riches, ſenſe, and taſte, 
And true illuſtrious birth. 


0 
Say, Trifler, does it aught avail 
What blood ſupplies thy veins, 
Whilſt there is trac'd within thy mind 
Foul intellectual ſtains ? 


Ah! what avail thy brilliant gems, 
And riches moſt immenſe ? 
If thou with 1gnorance abound, 


And want ingenuous ſenſe. 


The World is a bewitching ſnare, 
And acts the Tempter's part; 
Alas! too often it ſucceeds, 


Too oft corrupts the heart. 


Thy frail and unſuſpecting Youtir 
ls led aſtray by Fools; 
Beſet with Sycophants, thy heart 


Submits to erring rules. 
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Yield to Reflection's ſov reign powr 
Liſten to Reaſon's voice ; 
Forſaking Folly's dang'rous maze, 


Let candour be thy choice. 


Attend to diftates which proceed, 
From no deſires malign ; 
Oh! hear the language of the heart, 


And be conviction thine. 


To a Young GENTLEMAN at Eton. 


Go on, dear youth! deep Learning's path purſue, 
And keep her golden treaſures ſtill in view ; | 
Search with attention for the ſhining ore, 
Its latent qualities with care explore; 
Learn all their diff rent properties and uſe, 
And gain the depth of ſubjects moſt abſtruſe. | 
Fair Science is the clue by which we find | 
Th intricate lab'rinth of the human mind. 
Peruſe great Nature's book, and her wile laws, 
And in each page trace the Creative Cauſe. un 
This will expand and animate thy ſoul, 'F 
Extinguiſh malice, vanity controll. 
With caution fix and chuſe the better part; 

Let 


Ever maintain integrity of heart ; 


Q 
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Let ſympathetic feelings urge thee ſtrong, 
To acts of kindneſs never in the wrong. 
Be this the ſtructure of thy future plan, 
And dedicate to God the temple—Man. 


SIFAMILIAR EPISTLE 


To Miss X. 


You challenge me to write in Rhyme, 
Tho' I have neither ſenſe or time: 

Nor can I well the boon refuſe, 

So thus invoke the ſacred Muſe. 

Hail ! gentle Clio ! form the verſe, 

In numbers muſical and terſe ; 


Diffuſe thy ſoſtneſs o'er each line, 


Friendſhip and Love, with grace combine ! 


In 
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In vain I ſtrive to bring things pat in, 
And have recourſe to French and Latin: 
Yet fear that I at laſt muſt ſeek, 

A firm ally in ancient Greek. 

Or grown perhaps quite gay and airy, 
Addreſs bright Oberon the Fairy, 

To take me in his pigmy train, 

Of his light ſhackles proud and vain; 
Reclin'd on bank of Aſphodel, 

Hearing thy note, ſweet Philomel ! 
With dulcet tones enrich my ſong, 

For ſuch alone to thee belong. 

Or ſipping of the midnight dew, 

In Acorn cup, or V1let blue, 

The magic orgies nightly keep, 

Whilſt mortals are abſorb'd in ſleep. 
When thus I paus'd the Mule reply'd, 


All vain pretenders I deride ; 


« *Tis not to take a Pen and Ink, 


© And fit thee down intent to think, 
22 „ With 


nd } 


« With fine gilt paper, ſilver ſtandiſh, 
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And lofty plume with grace to brandiſh, 
* That will expreſs a thought complete, 
Or raiſe it on heroic feet! 

I ſhould prefer a Garreteer, 

„Who writes with Chalk or dregs of Beer; 
* Whole lines on ſcraps are badly writ, 

* The remnants of neglected wit. 


Hear my decree, nor ever write, 


* 
* 


Unleſs good-ſenle the lays indite, 

* In works of fancy ſpend thy time, 
Nor ever more attempt to rhyme; 
The needle thou canſt wield with ſkill, 
„ Which time and vapours ſure will kill. 
© If thou this edict wilt not brook, 

e And ſtill deſire to read a Book, 


* Enough has been already wrote, 


La) 
La) 


« For thee to copy or to quote.“ 
Thus ended her ſevere diſcourſe, 
Which ftruck my mind with poignant force : 
Yet 
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Yet ſummon'd courage to reply, 

Why doſt thou ſpurn me ? tell me why, 
Moſt cruel Clio! or refuſe, 

To be my patronizing Muſe ? 

Didſt thou but know, as well as me, 
My Laura's manners kind and free, 
Thou vould'ſt not then reject my ſuit, 
Or doom me to be ever mute : 

The mere narration of her worth, 
May well ſupply my fancy's dearth ; 
The pleaſing qualities I find 
Implanted in her tender mind, 

Aſk not the foreign aid of verſe, 
Their various merits to rehearſe; 

But wrote in plain and ſimple proſe, 
Will clearly their own worth diſcloſe. 
Thus I thy mandate will obey, 

Nor ever more attempt to lay 

An oft 'ring at thy golden ſhrine, 


But Willows round my temples twine, 


ODE 
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Jay, can that word that's wrote or ſpoke 
Some tender mark to hit, 


Deſerve the pleaſing term of joke, 
Or ſemblance bear of Wit ? 


When Vice or Folly we detect, 

Me licence then may crave, 

To ſearch the wound, the kind effect, 
The patient's life to ſave. 


But when ſome failing we deſcry, 


| Of no offenſive hue, 
We ſhould not gaze with Critics eye, 
Or bring it forth to view. 
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Each moral virtue of the mind, 
Each form of outward grace, 
Depriv'd of excellence we find, 


If we malignly trace. 


OR FASHIONABLE PAIR: 


An EcLOGUE; 


SIX CHARLES MODISH 


My dear! this morning we will take a ride; 
And call on Lord Rupee, and Lady Pride, 


Lady 
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LADY MODISH. 


With all my heart; and bring them home to dine: 
I like the ſcheme, the weather is ſo fine. 


Sir Charles! now read the news: pray who is dead ? 
And ſee if Lady Jane is brought to bed. 


Size CHARLES. 


The laſt new Tragedy was well receiv'd ; 
And Harriſon I ſee is clear repriev'd; 

Good Captain Bluſter has obtain'd a Flag; 

I hope he will promote Lieutenant Brag ! 
Where is my Chocolate? the toaſt is cold. 
Lord Squander's pictures are, I find, juſt fold. 


Lady MODISH. 


Indeed I fear'd his fortune was derang'd; 
Of late his countenance was vaſtly chang'd ; 
Like a Barometer the face explains, 


The fall and riſe of our uncertain gains. 


SIR 


1 


SI CHARLES. 


He was good natur'd, and a well-bred Man, 
Yet ſeem'd ſurrounded with a dang'rous clan. 
To- morrow I'm reſolv'd to go to Town, 


To ſettle that affair with Captain Brown. 


Lady MOD IS H. 


And leave me quite alone in this dull place! 
Whilſt you are gone, to ſee no human face! 
This dreary ſeaſon, gaiety beſt ſuits ; 

"Tis hard to ſpend my time with ruſtic brutes. 


Sin CHARESES. 


No cauſe but bus'neſs e'er could make me leave 
Your Ladyſhip, whoſe abſence I ſhall grieve; 
But really our expences are ſo great, 
To keep up the parade of uſeleſs ſtate, 
*Tis needful for to live a rural life, | 
Tho' with my inclination oft at ſtriſe. 
R My 
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My Steward plagues me with his loud complaint, 


Enough to tire the patience of a ſaint, 

With ſuch a catalogue of human ills, 

Repairs, Subſcriptions, and long Tradeſmen's Bills ; 
The Land-Tax is ſo high, the Stocks ſo low, 

And for my credit, tis, alas! —ſo fo ! 

Tho hard my lot, I muſt avoid a worſe, 


And een conſent to put m' Eſtate to nurſe, 


Lady MODISH. 


How cruel is my fate! how great the fall! 
So large my fortune, yet my jointure ſmall. 
Then my precedence is, alas! ſo low, 

That even Citizens before me go. 

A Lady-May'reſs, een as good as me, 

Tho' her weak huſband may retail Bohea. 


Sin CHARLE $: 


Nay, pray my Lady! ceaſe to be ſo loud; 


Nor of your conſequence be yet ſo proud ; 


The 
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The fortune which you boaſt, was baſely won, 


And by your Father's gains, Lord George undone. 
Women of higheſt rank ſo thoughtlels live, 

They nought but ſorrow, and vexation give; 

In diſſipated ſcenes, they ſpend their time, 


Infants in ſenſe, tho' oft in years paſt prime. 


Labor MODES IC 


In vain, Sir Charles! you ſtrive my heart to vex; 
I will revere and vindicate my ſex. 
Deign but to aſk, where Female grace is ſeen, 
I thus reply, in our benignant Queen ! 
In her, the Mother, and the Wife, we find, 
Blended with Majeſty, and ſenſe refin'd: 
Bleſt with a Monarch's love, a Nation's praiſe, 
Her worth tranſcendent, {hall adorn my lays ; 
Not Fattion's venom can her pow'r diſown, 
Or Slander tarniſh her illuſtricus throne. 
From Royal George, a bright example take, 
As good an Huſband, and a Father make, 
And ſtrive like him no ordiaance to break. 

R 2 
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SIX CHARLES. 
Your Ladyſhip with wond'rous {kill and might, 


Brings ſtrong conviction for to act aright : 
Be thou what Charlotte is, and then my heart 


Sure cannot fail to act a George's part. 


LADY MODISH. 


Pray now, Sir Charles! explain your preſent view; 


And for the Children what will you purſue ? 


Sin CHARLE 8. 
As for the Girls Ill ſend them all to France, 


Where they will learn to chatter French, and dance: 
But if you like it better, or as well, 

Ill have at home, a modern Mad'moiſelle. 

The Boys I mean to thrive by Trade or Law ; 

And bring them up with due reſpect and awe. 
Charles, who I think is ſomething like an Aſs, 


May do, perhaps, at Bombay or Madraſs. 


Lady 


[ me 


LADY MODISH. | 


In Britain bred, in Britain freely born, 

A foreign education hence I ſcorn. 

Will foreign teachers, Engliſh minds expand, 

And paint the beauties of our native land? 

Will they not ſtrive to alienate the Heart, 

And gain new proſelytes with labour'd art? 

Will they not deem it hereſy to teach 

Minds that have fled from Superſtition's reach? 
Knowledge ſo gain'd, is purchas'd much too dear ; 
Such mealures I oppoſe, with heart ſincere, 

The Boys, I truſt, by induſtry will rife, 

And all be happy, fortunate, or wile ;, 

As for poor Charles, I can't endure the plan, 

Tho' rich as Cræſus, or as Kovli Kan; 

I hate a Nabob's great and ill got wealth, | 
Bought at th' expence of peace and precious health ; 


If they return with treaſures vaſt of gold, 


Conſcience upbraids them, nor cer quits her hold ; 
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The poiſon'd Dagger, and the tainted Bow], 
Are ever preſent to the guilty ſoul : 
Remember Harpax, thy unhappy friend ; 
How ſplendid was his life !—how ſad his end! 


SIR CHARLES. 


You think too cloſely ; weigh each point and grain; 
Which ill accords with more ſubſtantial gain. 

As for myſelf, a Patriot I will turn, 

Yet for my private good with ardour burn; 

Oppoſe the miniſter in all his views, 


And make my fortune in the way I chuſe. 


Lady MODISH. 


Fictitious Patriots are a fix'd diſgrace, 

And found too oft but Stateſmen out of place; 
Like Reynard in the Fable, gaſp for Pow'r, 
And only yelp becaule the Grapes are ſour. 
For Liberty they roar like idle boys, 

Which they miſuſe as Children do their toys. 


Licentious 
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Licentious Freedom is the gift they aſk, 


Which wears, ſweet Liberty! thy pleaſing maſk. 


SIR CHARLES. 


But, liſt ! 1 think I hear the Children's noiſe : 
How I am plagued with chatt'ring Girls and Boys! 


Lady MODISH. 


To you, I muſt confeſs their infant ſounds, 
Are not ſo pleaſing as your Dice or Hounds. 
Sir Charles, I wonder you diſhike their talk, 
Their op'ning reaſon you oppreſs and balk. 


Sin CHARL ES 


The Nurſery's beſt ſuited to their plays, 
I hate the fuſs of all their childiſh ways; 
At Meals eſpecially I will be quiet, | 


And where they are, there 1s perpetual riot, 
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LADY MOD ISI. 


Alas! you hate the matrimonial life, 


Domeſtic joys, and een your faithful Wife; 
Your children are a burthen, and your home 


A cheerleſs place, and melancholy dome. 


SIX CHARLES. 


I never will forego the joys of life, 

To pleaſe a haughty or capricious Wife. 
The man who lets a thoughtleſs woman rule, 
Muſt needs be deem'd a moſt egregious fool. 
My ſuture proſpects I reſign to chance, 
And for the preſent will retire to France: 


The remedy you'll gain in legal courle, 


A ſep'rate ſtipend, or a kind Divorce. 
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To: MS. 


1 


F Knowledge, Piety, and Truth, combin'd 
In otin intelligent and active mind, 
Deſerve our praiſe, the tribute mult be thine, 
In whom collected, all theſe virtues ſhine. 
Thy clear diſcernment and pervading ſoul, 
Sees not in part, but comprehends the whole. 
Wiſdom to thee her treaſures did impart, 
Improv'd and ſoſten'd thy diffuſive heart. 
Bleſt with thy friendſhip may it ne'er expire, 
Still cheer my heart, and gratitude inſpire; 


By thy example fir'd, teach me to run, 


The paths of Virtue, thoſe of Vice to ſhun ! 


1 
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I Seraphs wrapt in holy fires, 
Who wing th' ethereal ſky, 

Singing to Harps divinely ſtrung, 
Glory to God on high!“ 


Bleſt Spirits who ſurround his throne, 
The grateſul tribute pay; 
By adoration moſt ſublime, 


His ſacred will obey. 


My ſoul, awake! to Heavn aſpire, 
Chaunt thy Creator's praiſe; 
Be warn d with energy divine, 


And trace his holy ways. 


No 
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No hecatombs of victims ſlain, 
Or incenſe he deſires; 
An heart devoted, free from ſtain, 


Is all his love requires. 


Then yield the pure oblation due, 
With gratitude ſincere ; 
Preſent thyſelf with modeſt hope, 

Unaw'd by ſervile fear. 


Can Men this tribute dare deny, 
This off ring ceaſe to give? 
When 'tis alone in God they breathe, 


In him they move, and live! 


To him who fills the boundleſs ſpace, 
With holy rev'rence bend; 

The great diſpenſer of thy fate. 
Protector, Source, and End! 
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The following Lines were addreſſed to an amiable Young 
Lady, to lament being deprived of her Society and Cor- 
reſpondence; though a mutual regard {till ſubſiſts. 


Tuv dear remembrance never can depart, 
Nor time or abſence tear it from my heart; 
Vain 1s that Friendſhip, and debas'd the mind, 
Which ties of gratitude can never bind. 

Hail! Gratitude divine! of heav'nly birth! 
Why art thou found a fu gitive on earth? 
Where 1s thy dwelling? Art thou doom'd to roam 
From Pole to Pole, yet find no friendly dome ? 
IIl-fated maid! thy votaries withdraw, 

Deny allegiance to thy ſacred law. 

Thy ſpotleſs altars few oblations grace, 


Thy favours, wrote on ſand, the winds efface. 


Deign 
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Deign but to hear thy modeſt ſuppliant's pray r, 
Let her thy ſilken bands for ever wear! 
Bloſſoms of Friendſhip if they kindly ſhoot, 
Expand and ripen to delicious fruit. 

Alas, Amanda! thoſe which ſprang of late 

In our ſoft hearts, were patroniz'd by Fate; 
The ſoil was fruitful, and the culture fair ; 

No weeds or wild exotics did it bear: 

Like a Parterre of which gay May 1s Queen, 
With flow'rs of innocence was ever ſeen. 

Child of the Spring ! and Summer's darling Pride ! 


Faded in Autumn, and in Winter died!“ 


When Sol's bright beams withdrew'their chearing ray, 
No more our hearts in uniſon were gay. 
Oh ! may he give our joys a ſecond birth, 
Of growth celeſtial, tho' conſign'd to Earth. 
In bloom perennial, let the fragrance riſe, 


And yield ſweet incenſe to its native ſkies. 


* Alluding to the ſhort duration of the Author's enjoying the ſocicty of her 


friend, which laſted little more than a year, 


Oh! 
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Oh! may Hygeia bleſs thee but with health, 


A giſt ſuperior to the greateſt wealth! 
Diſpenſe her favours with a lib'ral hand, 

Grant the diffuſſive bleſſing to expand 

Its bright effulgence o'er thy tender frame, 
Supply the vital Lamp with lambent flame ! 

If ſweet tranquility thy life attend, 

Thy virtue will ſecure a peaceful end. 

Why, dear Amanda ! ſhould theſe artleſs lays, 
Aim to delineate thy deſerved praile ? 

Take all that Love and F riendſhip can impart z 
The reſt I leave to ſympathy of heart: 

Read in thine own, the tranſcript found in mine, 


No other comment—— need they to refine ! 


EPITAPH 
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On Mizs ] E N K 3, 


Who Died Dec. 28, 1778. 


Bresr Spirit! thou art fled to realms of Peace, 
Where grief ſubſides, and apprehenſions ceaſe. 
Why then are we ſad images of pain, 

When thy reward, 1s everlaſting gain ? 

May we the like acceptance duly find, 

Look forward to the goal, and be reſign'd! 
Friendſhip affords the tributary ſigh, 

The heart oppreſſed, and the ſtreaming eye; 
Yet thou no more canſt pity eer create, 
Rais'd to a bliſsful and immortal ſtate, 

Hail, ſacred Truth! theſe artleſs lays inſpire, 
With holy dictates and celeſtial fire; 


Let 


[ 3. 


Let them with energy, her gifts rehearſe, 
Whoſe excellence tranſcends the bounds of verſe. 
Record the feelings of her tender heart, 
Which to her friends did ſympathy impart ; 
Fix'd in her principles, yet not ſevere ; 

In thought ſublime, and comprehenſion clear: 
By her was Charity with grace beſtow'd, 

As from her breaſt the balm of pity flow'd. 
With unaffected eaſe her ample ſoul, 

Diſpens'd Philanthropy from Pole to Pole. 
The path of life with ſteady pace ſhe trod, 
Follow'd her Saviour, and relied on God: 
The mercy which ſhe ſought, molt freely gave, 
Died with ſubmiſſion, yet defied the Grave. 
Bright Luminary ! now thy beams diſplay 
With pure effulgence in eternal day; 

There may thy luſtre undimimiſ}'d ſhine, 


Chang'd ſrom a mortal, to a ſtate Divine! 


ON 
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OM FRIENDSH I p. 


Addreſſed to the AuTnror's SisTER. 


Benory, dear Sarah! in theſe tuneful lays, ' 

The Fruit of Friendſhip's unſuſpected praiſe ; 
Friendſhip which cheers and animates the heart, 
Acting in ev'ry ſcene, the faithful part. 

Unlike the ſpurious and fiQitious kind, 

Which blinds the judgment, and corrupts the mind; 
Which prompts the heart reluctantly to feel, 

Woes which fell miſery, and want reveal. 

Friendſhip unfeigned to lateſt times wall laſt, 

Tho' wintry ſtorms the flatt'ring proſpects blaſt. 


The human mind, with ſenſe of pity wrought, 
Yields to the force of ſympathetic thought: 
Form'd of a texture which no eye can trace, 
Folly and guilt its brightneſs oft efface: 

Apt to receive impreſſions, not retain, 


"Thoſe which review'd, caule fear and endleſs pain. 
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Like notes of Muſic bending to the touch, 


Produce harſh diſcord if they're preſs'd too much ; 


Vet if the whole in full accordance join, 


The mental harmony 1s then divine. 

To Friendſhip's heights with emulation ſoar, 
Virtue ſupreme, with anx1ous care explore ; 
Diſdain the dictates which contract the ſoul, 


Repreſs its feelings, or its pow rs controll. 


_ *Tis Diſſipation, which eludes the ſight, 


By tinſel trappings, and deluſive light; 
Say, deareſt Siſter ! if delights like theſe, 
Beyond the preſent moment ſerve to pleaſe? 


Alas ! how tranſitory proves the ſtay, 


Their ſhort exiſtence ſcarce ſurvives a day ! 

Far better are the wiſe and prudent few, 

Who to Eternity extend their view ; 

Who cautious tread, and ſhun the tempting ſnare, 
Unmov'd by Folly, and terreftrial care ; 

Be this the principle to guide thy heart, 

The rule unerring, Heaven- directed art! 

May ft 
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May'ſt thou in Life's progreſſive fleeting ſtage, 


In Youth be cheerful, and reſign'd in Age; 


As years encreaſe, let worldly cares decline, 
And competence and peace be ever thine, 
To warm thy heart, and ev'ry wiſh refine. 

If worth exalted can theſe gifts enſure ; 


Long, very long, thy bleſſings wilt endure. 


ON F E A R. 


Avauxr. vain Fear! thou Phantom of the mind, 
Stranger to inward peace, to reaſon blind; 

Thou Ignis Fatuus, which miſleads the ſenſe ; 

Againſt thy inroads where is the defence ? 

The Shield of Faith can beſt defy thy ſway, 


Ward off thy blows, and thy ſharp ſtings allay. 
T 2 Thou 
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Thou coward paſſion, of ignoble birth, 
Whoſe utmoſt limits are confin'd to Earth, 

In Heav'n, I truſt, thy lawleſs pow'r wilt ceaſe, 
Th' abode of Angels, Harmony, and Peace! 


. 


Addreſſed to a GENTLEMAN on the Death of his Wife. 


OL Axpo, ceaſe to murmur at thy fate, 
Suppreſs the heaving and afflictive ſigh; 
F orbear to mourn for dear Eliza's death, 


Tis of mortality, the lot to die! 


Say, did not ev'ry grace adorn her mind? 
Say, did not Reaſon at her call attend? 
In her was painted Innocence and Truth ; 
The tender Partner, and the faithful Friend. 
Was 
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Was worth like this to be on Earth confin d? 
Was it not fetter'd when enſhrin'd in Duſt? 


Tho' far ſequeſter d from each vain purſuit, 
And uncorrupted by terreſtrial ruſt. 


Ceaſe to repine : no more be thou abſorb'd, 
In agitations of diſtreſsful grief: 

Can Friendſhip, and religious faith combin'd, 
Afford no comfort, or diſpenſe relief? 


Life is a journey, and our deſtin'd race; 
Its utmoſt limits are confin'd to age; 
Yet oft tis compaſs'd in the prime of Youth, 


A rapid, ſuff ring, tranſitory ſtage.. 


Such was Eliza's fate—whoſle poliſh'd form 
Was deck'd with elegant-luxuriant grace ; 
Expreſſtve ſymbol of an Angel's mind, 


Beaming with. Virtue in her beauteous face. 


— — —— 
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Not e en thy tenderneſs could e er aſſuage 
The cruel efforts of her fell diſeaſe; 

The wiſh denied, the bleſſing yet was lent, 
To ſhew compaſſion and attentive eaſe. 


That taſk perform'd, there's nought remains for thee 
But acquieſcence to thy Maker's will ; 

He gave, and had a right to take away, 
His myſtic purpoſe clearly to fulfil. 


Could'ſt thou arreſt the pow'rful Arm of Death? 
One hour protract Eliza's fragrant bloom ? 
Or animate the ſcarce ſurviving plant ? 


Or grant a reſpite from the awful Tomb ? 


"Twas not ordain'd by Providence divine 
That ſhe-in this enſnaring World ſhould live; 

Reſign her, therefore, with a Chriſtian's truſt, 

To thoſe bleſt joys Eternity will give. 


Behold 
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Behold the pledge of thy connubial love, 

The op'ning beauties of her infant mind; 
In her, Eliza may ſurvive again, 

And thou delight and conſolation find. 


May ſhe with filial love reward thy care, 
May ev'ry bloſſom prove a ſource of joy; 
May no rude ſtorms, or unrelenting blight, 
The flatt'ring proſpe& cruelly deſtroy. 


From her, ſincere affection thou may ſt claim, 
As thy Eliza died to yield her Birth; 
For ſuch a ſacrifice, how much ſhe owes, 
Which pluck'd from thee the faireſt. Flow 'r on Earth! 


On 
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On the Birth of our BLESSED SAvIOUR. 


Vr choir Angelic, hail the glorious Morn, 
In which a Saviour, full of grace was born! 
Ye raptur'd Seraphs, hallelujahs ſing; 

In choral ſymphonies, extol thy King. 

All nature join to celebrate his fame, 

And the glad tidings to the. Earth proclaim. 
Ye holy Prophets, who his birth foretold; 


Your true predictions we with joy behold! 
Ye Miniſters of Grace, perform his will ; 
In thought and deed his bleſſed word fulfil ! 
The Saviour of the World was not array'd 
With majeſty of pomp, and vain parade ; 
In ſweet humility he came attir'd, 

In pity to our fins, with grief inſpir'd. 

Kind Mediator, Advocate divine; 


Whole life and precepts were alike benign! 
Shall 
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Shall thy Diſciples e er in malice live; 


"Obtain forgiveneſs, and yet not forgive ? 
Ye Worldlings, wiſer than the Sons of Light, 
Say, whence your happineſs, and falſe delight ? 
Extend your views, in ſtedfaſt hope array'd; 
Nor yield the ſubſtance, for an empty ſhade : 
The Day-ſpring from on high, with luſtre bright, 
Now cheers the World with his effulgent light! 
The ſaving health, and hope of human kind; 
Sweet balm of comfort to the troubled mind; 
The heavy-laden, hence obtain due reſt ; 
The meek are comforted, the mourner bleſt; 
The thirſty ſoul finds mild refreſhing ſtreams ; 
And een the blind enlighten'd by his beams; 
The deaf attend, with love and wonder gaze ; 
The dumb break forth to ſing his mighty praiſe; 
At his approach pale miſeries decreaſe ; 


The bond of happineſs, and ſource of peace : 


A Lamb immaculate, tho' doom'd to bleed, 
Whoſe blood redeem'd us, and whole bondage freed. 
| U By 
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And mighty Potentates ſubmit to Thee. 
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By zeal inſpir'd, I meditate his praiſe, 

To higheſt pitch my feeble accents raiſe; 

In ſounds Seraphic may I catch the flame, 
Invoke my Saviour, and his pow'r proclaim. 
All hail Redeemer, hail Almighty King, 

To whom the Mountains dance, the Valleys ling ! 
Thou great Meſſiah! we are nought but duſt, 
Tho' heirs with thee, in Kingdoms of the Juſt. 
Celeſtial Pow'r, of Righteouſneſs the Sun! 

On Earth, as tis in Heav'n, thy will be done. 
Kings of the Earth ſhall bend the willing knee, 


What 1s their pomp, and triumph of a day, 

To thy dominions, which will ne'er decay? 
Their pow' expires, where thine did but begin; 
For 'twas by Death thou vanquiſh'd pain and fin. 
Thou Shepherd of our ſouls, the holy Rock 
On whom we reſt, receive thy erring Flock; 

Oh! gather to thyſelf the ſtray ing fold, 
For which thy Life by treachery was ſold: 


A ranſom 
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A ranſom great, a ſacrifice immenſe, 

But not unequal to the great offence ! 

Who elſe but thee, could expiate or atone 

For our tranſgreſſions ? 'twas in thee alone! 
Exempt from Sin, thou art the Paſchal Lamb, 
Hlu'd immediate from the great I AM; 

Who thus addreſs'd thee on the wond'ring Earth, 
* Thou art my Son, this Day I gave thee Birth!“ 
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